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"I caught hell because of that,” she said. 

“I’ll bet you did. Any more scars?” 

She gave me a Hollyv/ood smile. “Why 
don’t you find out?" 

“Take off the dress,” I said. 

She blinked, then grinned. “Can't we finish 
the drinks first?" 

“You heard me. Strip." 

My tone of voice decided the matter for 
her. She reached behind her back and un* 
hooked the snap. 

“All right,” she said. “Take a good look." 

I walked over to her. The bruise was new. 
It was the only new one. 

"Please, Jerry," she whispered. “Don't 
hurt me." 

I picked her up in my arms. "No more than 
you've hurt me," I said. “Now make it good, 
damn it—" 
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It was supposed to be strictly a one-night stand. 

Her name was Donna Redden and she already had a 
guy—he was attending schoo! down in Dallas. Without 
high heels she was no taller than my thumb, but her 
proportions were at neat as those of a Swiss doll. Spending 
a night in the motel with her came as easy as spreading 
soft butter on a warm bun. She worked for Mason and 
Company, a secretary-and-trouble-shooter type, but you 
would never know it once she left the office. The switch 
from efficiency to effervescence could make your head 
swim. 

We saw each other whenever I hit Oke City, maybe 
once a month or so, and there was always that element 
of surprise because you never knew in what mood you 
would Catch her. 

I lowered the portable stereo to the floor and placed the 
record albums on the dresser. Fifteen bucks’ worth of 
Brubeck—that was the mood this time. Piano with a 
small combo. Later she would take the ^bumiLjlpme to 
put them with the rest of her collection will¬ 

ing to bet my bottom dollar they would be dusted only 
when Harold happened to have a few days off from learn¬ 
ing how to be a chemist. 

I tossed my hat on the chair while she peeled the 
wrapping from one of the albums. I lit a cigarette. Mov¬ 
ing with fluid grace, she pointed a tapered finger at 
the record player. 

“Plug it in, Jerry. I want you to hear You Go To My 
Head.” 

I grinned^ at her enthusiasm while I unlatched the 
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hinged sides of the machme* After pounding the roads for 
three weeks and looking at sour faces and listening to 
jackass complaints, I found her swin^ng manner a wel¬ 
come relief. The selling game was my meat, but the 
rumbling of the car seat against my butt had pushed me 
past the saturation point and I thiik I wanted the music 
and the dark room as much as she did* 

Bmbeck began to spin, a monaural in M-fi. His classy 
sax man took the lead, 

“Isn’t it wonderful? Doesn’t it hit you?” 

“Great,” I said, loosenmg my tie and flopping on the 
bed. 

Donna came over and sat beside me without taking off 
her light Jacket. “I knew you would Eke it. Wait until he 
plays Mood Indigo, Jerry. It really will send you.” 

“rm sent already,” I said truthfully. The mattress felt 
like a white clond. 

She got up then and, without taking her eyes from the 
spinning record, hung her jacket in the closet. It boiled 
down to six nights in six months and I stiU did not have the 
faintest idea of what made her tick. In Dudley Mason’s 
Oklahoma City office she was the crisp, neat secretary 
you would expect to see in a million*doUar concern. 
Polite, efficient and strictly business in a cheerful way. 
Outside the office she became a carefree vagabond at 
ease with the world. How she was in bed depended on 
her mood. Last time it had been Stan Kenton with drums. 
Real wild. Now we were getting the dreamy sax and I 
had a hunch about what kind of night it was going to be. 

“How’s Harold doing?” I asked, watching for the ex¬ 
pression on her face. 

“Fine.” 

“How long until graduation?” 

‘This year.” She spun around toward me as the sax 
man took a slow ride up the scale. “Listen, Jerry, doesn’t 
that send you?” 

“Right here,” I tapped my chest. I wondered whether 
Harold liked Brubeck. 

“I’ve never heard anybody play sax like that, have 
you? It sounds Eke he’s crying. Listen!” 
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I gnmted and closed my eyes. Poor Harold. I could pic¬ 
ture him laboring over test tubes in the lab. I had never 
seen a photo of him, but there had to be glasses. And he 
had to have a thin, serious, blank face—^what you would 
figure for a guy knocking his brains out while his girl 
listens to Brubeck with someone else. Of course, you can’t 
always buy that sketch. 1 did not wear glasses and I stood 
sbc-one and weighed in at two hundred, but I was a Har¬ 
old, too. The biggest difference between me and the chem¬ 
istry student, actually, was that Ms love-and-life was 
stepping out on him before they were married. With June 
and me it had been the other way around. 

“How about a drink?” I asked without opening my eyes. 

“If you want one.” 

I swung my legs over the side of the bed and dug a 
quarter out of a pants pocket. I went outside to the ice 
machine and waited until an insulated package of cubes 
dropped in the chute. On my way back to the room I 
stopped at the car and took the fifth of whiskey out of 
the trunk. 

Mood Indigo was playing when I walked back into the 
room. Donna was circling somewhere out in space with 
Brubeck. I got a couple of glasses from the collection on 
the table and poured doubles, on the rocks. I banded 
her one. 

“Mmmmm..she said, sipping. “Smooth.” 

“Natch,” I sat on the edge of the bed and decided it 
was just as well she was so far out. I was expecting a 
phone call. I eased down the whiskey and rattled the ice 
around in the empty glass. 

Finally she glanced at me while Brubeck was getting 
his second \^d. “Are you going to sit up all ni^t?” 

I told her I was waiting for a caU from our office and 
plant, which is up-state from New York City. “I tried to 
get Franklyn all day.” I added, “He was at a meeting. I 
asked the secretary to have him call me before ten.” I 
held ray watch up in front of my face. "He still has 
thirty minutes.” 

Brubeck started up again and she nodded distantly. I 
figured she was good for one more orbit out in space be- 
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fore the phone call. If I knew Franklyn, he would wait 
until the last minute, hoping he would not make the con¬ 
nection just so he would have something to blow about in 
the event I got itchy and called him. 

You had to know Ed Franklyn to hate him. I had 
known him hve years. 1 hated him, to a degree. He was 
a little mao in a big job and if the company ever dropped 
him five pegs, business would improve twenty per cent. He 
hated to spend a buck and ran his office well under his 
allotted budget. Instead of buying a few yards of the 
competition’s materials, he was always suggesting you keep 
your eyes peeled when visiting a wholesale house and 
pick up a scrap from the floor when no one was looking. 
It was a cheapie way to operate and the lab technicians 
raised hell whenever they got a stamp-size swatch to 
run an analysis on and no one could blame them. They 
managed to get most of the answers, however, and I sup¬ 
pose the comer-cutting did look good when Franklyn 
turned in his quarterly sheet. 

I got up and poured another two fingers over the ice. 
"‘How about you?” I asked. 

“Raincheck.” 

She was starting to unwrap the third album when the 
phone rang. I checked my watch again. It was one minute 
to the release hour, as 1 had known it would be. Since 
Franklyn had to make the call on his own time whenever 
he did one of these stalls, he was screwing himself more 
than me. Maybe that was the reason 1 put up with his 
child’s play. 

“What*s the problem?” he asked in the usual nasal 
tones. ‘‘Couldn’t it have waited until tomorrow?” 

I tossed a glance at Donna, then took the bit. If she ran 
to Mason with tales out of school, she could make every¬ 
thing about the complaint difficult. It was the chance I 
would have to take. If I had called from Mason’s ware¬ 
house, there would have been a dozen ears listening in. 
If Franklyn had called as soon as he had got my mes¬ 
sage, Donna would not have been in the room. 

‘Tt’s the last shipment,” 1 said. “The color is off. I’ve 
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got Mason convinced half the charges should he against 
him.” 

‘‘Who says it’s ofi?” 

“Hell, man, white is supposed to be white. This looks 
like oatmeal.” 

“So?” 

“So the shipments are supposed to match. They’re off 
by a mile. I told him the first batch stood around too 
long—too much heat in the warehouse. It browned.” 

“It probably did.” 

“Are you kidding? In two months?” I gave a snort 
“That fifty-thousand yards should never have been baled. 
Someone up there is blind. This new stuff is what he really 
wanted. How in hell can be match bookcovers with this 
junk?” 

Franklyn grunted. “He’s just getting around to opening 
the last shipment?” 

“There were changes in the text. The binding was held 
up. The whole lot is supposed to start through the presses 
late this week. What we need is a rush re-order for at 
least twenty thousand yards of white. He has enough white 
to go ahead now and enough to carry him for two weeks. 
But he can’t chew into that oatmeal crap because this is 
a three-book series.” 

I could hear talking in the background from where 
Franklyn was phoning. I lit a cigarette while it continued. 
Finally he said, “Are you positive the material didn’t come 
into heavy contact with water? Does the roof leak in 
the warehouse? Water stains could be brown. How well did 
you inspect the material?” 

“Nuts,” I said roughly- “We can’t sucker Mason into 
accepting full responsibility for this crap. I looked at 
the ends of a dozen bales. They are all the same. His 
warehouse is new.” 

“Hi^ humidity,” Franklyn went on as though I had 
never spoken, “would cause a definite discoloration, es¬ 
pecially in a tightly wound roll. I’ve seen .. 

I cut him off. “It was shipped that way. I know what 
off-color is, for chrissake. I’ve got him going halfway. 
We’re lucky we don’t have to eat it all. Do 1 settle for 
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that, or don’t I?” I wanted to reach through the wires and 
grab him by the thick neck. Playing around with Mason 
was like dancing on a high wire. It had taken a solid 
four months to get him interested in our product. Mason 
was no dope. He knew bookbinding materials. He was in 
a vise with a deadline now and, rather than get in a long- 
winded debate, was willing to admit to half of die bad 
material. As things stood, getting another order from him 
was going to be about as easy as making your own dollar 
bills. 

“Are you going back there tomorrow?” Franfclyn asked, 

“I’ve got to tell him, one way or the other,” 1 said 
sarcastically, 

“Then inspect a few complete rolls. See if it runs all the 
way through. How many yards does he accept in one 
roU?” 

“Five hundred. And that will make it one huge mis¬ 
take. Having him look at the crap again will only irritate 
the man. He isn’t too pleased as it is, I think we’d better 
settle while we can. He might decide to unload the en¬ 
tire complaint on us if we start heavy inspection, I tell 
you the material can’t be used on this run,” 

The nasal voice grew a sharp edge, “You sell it, Garri¬ 
son, You check complaints. You suggest We decide.” 

“But—” 

“You could be wrong. You’re talking twenty grand, if 
we accept it the way you want, Fm not sa^fing you are 
wrong, but you could be. Get a few yards of samples and 
bring them back with you. The lab and production will 
check them out,” 

“Suppose you have to buy it all back?” I asked in dis¬ 
gust. 

“We’ll discuss that when the rime comes. If we have 
to, we can put it in special lots. You can unload it 
at a two-thirds price deal.” 

“Sure, if we can find someone in the market for oat¬ 
meal bookcovers. Mason is a new customer, A million 
yards in the future, if handled right. We could lose him,” 

“I don’t think so,” Franklyn persisted, “Within a week 
he will have the yardage he needs. He has nothing to 
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lose. Neither have we when you get down to it. Freight 
charges and perhaps a third of sales cost. If we unload 
it as a special lot, it will run into only a few bucks. It 
really would be cheaper to assume full responsibility at 
this end.” 

“If you can sell it,” I reminded him. 

“Wrong person,” he snapped back. “If you can sell it.” 

“And if I can’t?” 

He made a brittle sound and it rattled in my ear. “It 
wouldn’t be the first time, would it?” 

I managed to keep the tone of my voice even. “I’m 
out here to sell first*class material and I’m doing it. Ped¬ 
dling second-hand junk isn’t my racket. If it was, I’d buy 
a pushcart.” I started to hang up, but I remembered 
something else he had said, “^at’s this about bringing 
the samples back? Don’t we use the mail these days?” 

“Oh, didn’t I tell you?” he replied. “The first of the 
week there’s a sales conference in the home office. Every¬ 
body’s to be here.” 

“What’s up?” 

“Watkins is giving a seminar the first day. I can’t talk 
about it over the phone. Save your energy. It will be a 
rough few days.” 

I hung up thoughtfully, vaguely conscious of Donna 
standing very close to me. 

“The boss?” 

I nodded. “TTie boss.” 

Brubeck was taking five. The record player was spin¬ 
ning an easy 33 with nothing on it and the pick-up arm 
was hung. 

“You salesmen,” she said sweetly. “Always on the go. 
Night and day. I’m glad Harold is taking np something 
more settled.” 

“Work hard, play hard.” I reached for her, but she 
slid away. It was like reaching for a handful of smoke. 
“And nuts to Harold. I hope he gets bitten by a set of 
false teeth. It’ll serve him right.” I began stripping my 
way into the bed. 

She pouted. It was a coy pout that might become a 
smile. “You’re talking about the man I’m going to marry.” 
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*^You don’t say?” 

The pout became a trifle firmer. *T don*t care what 
you think of him. Harold is nice ” 

I lifted an eyebrow. "‘Did I say he wasn’t?” 

“He isn’t staying home every night while he’s at the 
school—and I go out on dates. That’s our arrangement.” 
She wheeled away from me, placed a record on the port¬ 
able and reached for the zipper on the back of her dress* 
“Harold is a little slow, I realize. But that’s the way I want 
it. I want a man who isn’t good-looking like you. My 
man will stay home at night where he belongs. He won’t 
have a dozen women chasing him.” 

“You’ll listen to records and he’ll play with his test 
tubes?” 

She stepped out of the dress and draped it over the back 
of the chair. She unsnapped her bra and placed it over the 
dress. 

“Go ahead, laugh. It will be cozy and secure. I see 
salesmen like you come and go every day. Glamor, A dif¬ 
ferent bed and a different woman every night. I could 
never be happy being married to such a man. After we’re 
married, I won’t have to worry. Harold will not step out.” 
For an instant her pretty face became grave. “If he does, 
I’ll kiU him.” 

She stepped out of the lace which was the last item on 
her doll-like body. 

“And how about you?” I said. 

She turned out the light. “Never. You can bet on it. I 
believe in living, but marriage is marriage and there is 
no substitute for it.” 

Feathers landing on the bed would have disturbed it 
more than she did when she eased down beside me. 

“Remember,” she said. “I have to be at work tomor¬ 
row. The last time you were here, I caught hell I didn’t 
get to the office at all. I don’t work for National Fabrics 
and Plastics. Believe me. Mason and Company can be 
rough.” 

“I’ll remember,” I said, touching one of the rich, naked 
breasts* “I have to be there, too.” 
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The Lilliputian body pressed in closer* ‘"Mason won’t 
be fooled by that bad material, you know.” 

”To hell with Mason and Company* To heU with Nation¬ 
al,” I said. “And to hell with Harold.” 

“Yeah,” she said, touching my lips with hers, “to hell 
with them aU.” 

I pulled those miniature curves against me and ran my 
hand down the smoothness of her back. She buried her 
face in my neck and I could feel the kisses burning my 
skin* In a way, Harold was lucky. There was the remote 
possibility that by the time he had graduated from that 
school of his Donna might be burned out some. If not, he 
was in trouble, no matter how faithful she expected to be. 

Tiny fingers stroked my chest and 1 cupped the firm¬ 
ness of those full breasts* 

“You have nice hands,” she whispered, “Gentle*” 

“Would you believe it? I average two hundred, bowl¬ 
ing.” 

“I believe it.” She giggled. 

Moist lips came up out of the darkness and settled on 
my cheek. The deep softness of her stomach became 
something more substantial, a sounding board picking up 
the beat given off by the music in the background* Deli¬ 
cate throbbing vibrated throu^ her entire body and trans¬ 
ferred to me* 

“You're a big, disconcerting bastard,” she said unex¬ 
pectedly, and breathed deeply, “Fm convenient, nothing 
more. I don't mean a damned thing to you, do I?” 

“As much as Harold means to you.” 

Her lips walked over my mouth. “That’s dirty. I mean 
you could get up and walk right out of here now and for¬ 
get I ever existed. And you wouldn’t bat an eye*” 

“You said it, not me.” I tried smothering the conversa¬ 
tion with another kiss, but she eased away enough to 
make me want to move up to where she was hiding in 
the darkness. My head got three inches from the pillow 
before she came down on me again. 

This time the kiss was a hard, feverish, burning thing. 
Her hair fanned down like a soft spray of heady per¬ 
fume, and the womanly smell of her was overpowering. 
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Her custiiouy buttocks got beneath my hand and stayed 
there, while her moist mouth heated my face beyond the 
boiling point I felt the strength in her thighs when she 
moved and her petite but tapered limbs responded like a 
willow before a spring wind. 

It was a storm that shook both of us. 

Only later were there words, when she said, “It’s true, 
isn’t it? Fm a body, nothing more. The only time you 
think of me is when you hit town. The moment you leave, 
you forget me until the next time you pass this way*” 

“You make me sound cruel* Have I ever forced you to 
come out with me? Have I ever hurt you?” 

She moved up on one elbow, located the pack of ciga¬ 
rettes on the night table. The lighter flared, cast dancing 
shadows on her face. Her eyes were narrowed against the 
brightness of the flame. She tried to look at me, but she was 
blinded by the light. She snapped the lighter and there was 
only the tip of her cigarette glowing in the darkness. 

“Don’t you have even a little bit of feeling for me?” 

“Of course,” I said. 

She inhaled deeply. “You don’t lie very well. You 
should never try.” 

“Why don’t we change the subject? There were no 
promises.” She was disturbed, and it was a new experi¬ 
ence having a disturbed Donna supine beside me. The 
vagabond in her had seemingly wandered out of the room. 
“Besides,” I said, “Harold wouldn’t like your line of talk,” 

“Haroldi” she said sharply* “You always bring up Har¬ 
old* You make him sound like some kind of fool.” 

“Isn’t he?” 

She went rigid* I waited for the explosion, 

“If it isn’t me, it will be someone else in bed with you 
the next time you come by.” 

“Exactly,” I said. 

The red tip on the cigarette grew brighter. I felt the 
movement that brought her facing me, I sensed the fuse 
growing shorter. 

“All right,” she said huskily. “You want me to say it. 
Fm marrying Harold and I don’t really love him. I want 
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security, damn you. Harold will give me security. Now, 
does that make you happy?” 

I sat up, reached across her and got a cigarette for 
myself. I tried to forget what she had said. 1 wanted to 
forget what she had said—even though I had known it 
without being told. 

“Brubeck needs turning,” I remarked, listening to the 
needle riding the final groove. 

“You bastard,” she said stiffly. “You conceited bastard.” 

I laughed. “Not conceited—realistic. You knew what 
this was going to be the first night I brought you to bed. 
You had Harold then, remember? You got what you 
wanted and I got what I wanted. That makes it fair ex¬ 
change. What’s the bitch? I didn’t promise to marry Har¬ 
old—you did.” 

“Which makes me a tramp, is that it?” 

“You keep trying to put words in my mouth.” 

I found the lamp, switched on the light. She was as 
tight as Robin Hood’s bow and almost in exactly the same 
position, leaning over with her back arched. “We had good 
times together,” I said. “I’d like to keep it that way. Get¬ 
ting serious isn’t in the books. It never was and it never 
will be, with you or anyone else. I sat on a pile of hot 
coals once. I still have the scars. If you want to play. I’m 
your boy. But love is a four-letter word in a crossword puz¬ 
zle as far as I’m concerned. It’s no reflection on you. You 
have all any woman would need to find security. But 
what you got a few minutes ago is all you can expect 
from me. That’s the way it is.” 

“You can be ugly,” she said. “I never realized that.” 

“Bitter,” I corrected her. “I had a wife once. I was 
Harold, to her. I found her sleeping with a blond bastard 
one night. I kicked her out. She made it legal with Dave 
finally and that’s the way it should be. She got what she 
wanted. Fair exchange again. And I stopped being a 
sucker.” 

Her bare breasts were almost motionless above her flat 
stomach when she straightened. A light flickered in her 
eyes as she stared at me. She was beautiful, exceedingly 
beautiful, as she sat there quietly hating me. 
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“I’m sorry," I said, annoyed with myself for having been 
so blunt. “I thought you knew. All the playing around 
fooled me ... the records... the carefree attitude. I’d 
better take you home," 

“Don’t be an idiot," she said unexpectedly. “It’s my 
fault. I was second-guessing. Just because Fm beginning to 
look forward to your visits is no reason to go all out the 
way I did." She smiled weakly at the record player thump¬ 
ing in the background, “Music twists me up inside, you 
know. I can’t explain it. It’s always been that way. Picking 
something dreamy tonight was foolish. I should have 
tried Kenton again.” 

The trim line of her slender throat beckoned. An in¬ 
sane impulse to press my face against it was difficult to 
control, I suddenly realized that she, too, was a poor liar. 
The new view of her abated my desire, and I did not 
touch her. The battle going on within her could only be 
fought out by her. 

She ran her hand down her thighs absratly, the ciga¬ 
rette shedding ashes on the bed. She did not notice. 

"Sure you want to go?” I asked. 

She shook her head, looked at me' from far .away. “I’ll 
stay—but it will be the last time. You understand?” 

“Whatever you say.” 

She became aware of the smolderingi cigarette between 
her little fingers. She took a final drag and snuffed the butt 
in the tray. 

She got up and shut off the record player. When she 
returned, she stood for a moment beside the bed. 

“Just one thing,” she said. “If there had never been 
a Harold in the begiiining—if there had been no one in 
the entire world—would you have considered manvinH 
me?” 

I shook my head, 

“Not me—not any woman?” 

“Not any woman.” 

“You’re standing on the point of a needle,” she said 
gravely. “You have a callus protecting you now. As you 
grow older, the skin will grow softer. You’ll meet a woman 
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some day who won’t settle for less and you’ll get stuck, 
one way or another.” 

A small laugh escaped her as she sat down on the 
bed. 

"'All right, Jerry. One for the road. It will have to last 
a long time, so let’s make it good.” Her arms reached out. 

I brought her to me and under my breath I was cursing 
June for what she had turned me into. Growing fond of 
Donna had not been dimcult at all and even loving her 
might have been possible under different circumstances. 
I liked the way she melted in my arms when we were 
dancing, the taste she used choosing clothes, the thou- 
sand small items about her which, when cased together, 
made a tiny package of womanhood that would delight 
any man. 

It was lovemaking a soldier would receive from his 
woman just before he set out for the far edge of the world. 
The nipples of her breasts felt like hard red berries as 
they pressed against my chest. She groaned and sighed as 
passion swelled and I, absorbing the abandon, responded 
with equal heat. I kissed her shoulders and her neck 
and those crimson berries while her thighs and hips came 
aUve. She was carrying me to never-never land and I was 
exhalted. 

“Jerry!” she cried. “Aaah .. * Jerry!” 

I groaned with her. 


When at last we were quiet, we did not move for long 
minutes. Finally she opened her eyes and peered up at 
me. 

“You won’t forget me, or this time,” she said. “I know 
you won’t, regardless of how many women follow me.” 

I turned off the light. Donna rolled close to me and did 
not stir. 1 do not know whether she slept. Sleep came to 
me like a gentle touch and when I woke Donna was al¬ 
ready up and dressed. Steam from the recently used show¬ 
er floated faintly in the room. The portable was packed 
and waiting on the dresser along with the small bag she 
had brought the previous night. 
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It was six-thirty and 1 could have stayed on the bed 
for another week. 

A shower brought me up from the fogged depths. Com¬ 
ing out of the bathroom with a towel wrapped around 
my stomach I heard her say, “I won’t have time for 
breakfast. You can drop me off at my place, then go on 
to see Mason when you feel like it.” 

'T’m going right there. Why not ride with me?” 

“I want my own car, Jerry,” she said. “If I didn’t have 
it, you would have an excuse for driving me home from 
work.” 

“That’s bad?” 

She forced a smile. It was pretty, but it was weak. “No 
more—remember?” 

I slipped into shorts while she watched me intently, I 
dug a fresh shirt out of the suitcase and snipped the 
blue paper ribbon with the cleaner’s name printed on it. 
“You intend to keep the vow?” 

“You’ve kept yours. I want to see if I have as much 
self-control. Somehow you make me feel inadequate. Til 
have a month or more to think about it. Maybe it’s like 
giving up smoking. If I can get by the first day and night, 
the rest will come easier. It’s worth a try." 



Because she wanted it that way, I dropped her off in 
front of her apartment. I started to get out of the car, 
but she stopped me by saying there was no need. She 
walked over the slate sidewalk with the hem of her dress 
kissing her shapely knees. At the door, while she was 
searching for the key, she waved and smiled. When I 
saw her a few hours later, it was like meeting a total 
stranger. 

But before that I had the matter of eating to attend to. 
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I located a diner just off the main stem and had a 
breakfast of flapjacks, sausages and coffee. 

At ten I paddled into the Mason and Company office 
building, situated a few yards from the firm's warehouse 
and operations area. I spotted Donna behind her desk, 
leafing through correspondence. When the door to the 
stenographic section opened, she gave me no more atten¬ 
tion than I got from any of the dozen girls working 
around her. 

The blond receptionist told me I was expected. I walked 
throu^ the waist-high swinging gate separating her 
from the stenographic pool and made my way to Mason’s 
office. My route led within three feet of Donna’s desk. 
For all that I appeared to matter to her, I might have 
been the invisible man. In a way it was for the best, 1 
told myself. 

Dudley Mason was a walking toothpick. Clothes hang¬ 
ing on a drying line had more shape than the ones he 
tried to fill. Taller than my six feet, he probably came in 
at one-forty. But there in that head of his was a ton of 
knowledge he had begun to pick up while working in his 
father’s bindery as a kid. Now he was building a small 
empire but conquering a coat and tie was not one of his 
achievements, He still liked to go around with his sleeves 
rolled up and if he had not been expecting me he would 
have been down in the warehouse where he seemed in 
his element. Now he was seated behind a well-papered 
desk. 

“How did you make out with the home office?’’ he 
said in that deep voice so usual with Ichabods. 

“The re-order will be here in a matter of days,” I said, 
while sitting down in the only other chair in the office. 

“Good,” he boomed. “Yesterday was a day late.” 

You did not toy with Dudley Mason. You spoke out 
and got it over with. If he suspected you of using a psy¬ 
chological approach on him, you had had it. Putting one 
over on him rated a medal. 

“I’d like to inspect the rolls," I said—and waited. 

“You would what?” 
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_ “Only a few. From end to end, to see if the discolora- 
tion IS consistent*” 

‘Tranklyn's idea?” 

“As a matter of fact, yes*” 

The ramble of his voice shook my chair. “What does he 
think I’m running here, a testing concern? I’m the cus¬ 
tomer, or are you forgetting? You people are supposed to 
^pect the material before you ship it. HeU, do you think 
I make a book and then ship it out for the reader to 
proof-read? What’s wrong with you people—can’t vou 
handle the business?” 

“I know it’s inconvenient," I said. 

“Inconvenient, helll” He almost climbed onto the 
desk. ‘It’s impossible. Cancel the order." 

I took out a cigarette and lit it. Ordinarily I would 
have been i^hed for the morning. But Mason was in a 
squeeze. He' needed the material and it was too late for 
him to call in competition. The real problem would be 
the next time, if there were a next time. Putting my 
head in the door would be more dangerous than stickina 
It in a hon’s mouth at feeding time. 

“I’m sure letting me examine some yardage will be 
wora your while,’’ I said when some of the crimson had 
left his face. 

“I don’t have the machinery and I don’t have the men " 
he grunted* * 

“One machine,” I said. ‘TU nm it.” 

1 another grunt and it developed into a sardonic 

laugh. You need help,” he said. “Even if I push a but¬ 
ton around here the union gets on my ass. My own ma- 
chmery. I can stand there, help, suggest, even handle the 
controls—as long as a qualified operator is with me. He 
gets paid for being a si>ectator.” 

He climbed to his feet and came around the comer of 
the desk with a strange light in his eyes. I knew what it 
was--I had hit a nerve, a sensitive, exposed nerve and, 
paradoxically, he was grateful. I had given biin an excuse 
to get back with the smell of ink and oil and runnine 
presses. ^ 

One man,” he decreed. “Two hours, no more.” 
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Stepping through his office and mto stenographic, in a 
voice loud enough to be heard a block away he said, 
^‘You bastard, Garrison. I wouldnH do this for anyone but 
you.” 

He banged down a talon on my shoulder. **You don't 
mind getting in there and working, either. Too many 
cream-puffs around these days. Ivy League suits and no 
arm. If I had mentioned putting on a pair of coveralls 
to the last fifty salesmen who came through this door, 
they would have fainted. Too bad you’re with another 
outfit. 1 could use you here.” 

Outdoors we walked around the far comer of the build¬ 
ing where die concrete path kd to the warehouse. Mason 
had started off with just the bindery, but gradually he had 
expanded into wholesale supplies. In ten years, if things 
went right, he would be rich. 

The warehouse bristled with activity. Lift trucks, pow¬ 
ered by gasoline or electricity, scooted around us like 
overgrown mice. As we walked the length of the build¬ 
ing, more than one man shouted: “How’s it going. Dud?” 
In return. Mason called each man by name. When we 
hit the stockroom for the presses, the foreman greeted 
Mason as a fellow worker instead of as the boss. Mason 
explained to him what we wanted. Fifteen minutes later 
we had an operator and a machine and a dozen bales of 
my material to work with. 

I cut a sample from the first end of a bale and the 
operator started the inspection machine, which Mason 
called a reeler. The goods sped up over the bar from the 
back end and ran down in front of us where we could 
get a clear view. A dozen times during the mn I had 
the operator stop the operation long enough for me to 
run a color check with the sample I had cut If anything, 
the material showed browner as we went into the roll. 

“1 don't like it,” Mason said once. “If it goes like that 
because it is tightly wound, what is it going to do on a 
bookshelf with books pushing against it?” 

In my mind I was cursing Franklyn for being such a 
stubborn fool. Mason had spoken of footing half the Ibss. 
Now I could see him looking at the idea with a critical 



24 


THE DEAL MAKERS 

eye. For the first time, Mason was really mspecting the 
material. That he did not like what he saw was ob¬ 
vious. Motes, a few streaks and other tiny points of dam¬ 
age were showing up. 

“Do you think it’s all like this?” he asked tightly. 

I shook my head. “The operator must have been feed¬ 
ing the pigeons," I said feebly, 

“And feeding me crap.” 

Mason ran the next bale with the operator standing by 
his side. I kept my fingers crossed. Fortunately all the 
damages were weh marked and allowances given. Mason 
seemed to relax somewhat. 

But we ran through five thousand yards more before 
Mason stepped aside, frowning, and the operator took 
over. 

“You can watch the rest of it, if you want to," he said. 
“I’U wander down the line.” 

1 was glad to see him go. 

I stayed with the operator imtil almost noon. Mason 
came back and asked me if I were going to lunch. I said 
I was figuring on doing just that and we walked back to 
his office together. There he rolled down his sleeves and 
put on a coat. A few minutes later we got into my car 
and drove to a place near the edge of town that special¬ 
ized in good food according to Mason’s standards. 

“You don’t seem embarrassed, Jerry.” 

It was the first time he had really spoken to me, but 
I was not taken by surprise. This approach of his was 
typical of the way he worked. He had been waiting for 
me to confess, 

“Should I be?” I said. 

He took time out to give our order to the waitress. 
When the girl had walked away he said, “It was an ex¬ 
pensive morning.” 

He was still giving me the chance. I decided it had to 
be his way, even though I knew my next word was going 
to cost in the neighborhood of twenty grand, unless I 
could unload the stuff in special lots as Franklyn had 
suggested. 
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“It was an expensive morning,” I agreed. “It was just 
a damned poor job of color-matching." 

“Most people think of white as white,” Mason said, 
“without considering all the shades carrying the name. 
So you can get away with off-white in most businesses. 
But not in books, pal. It stands out like a rummy nose. 
I thou^t your outfit was big-league." 

“No excuses,” I said. 

He glanced at me. “It won’t go down well with the 
home office, will it—your taking M responsibility for the 
order? Won’t Franklyn give you a hard time?” 

“No choice,” I said. It was Franklyn’s baby now, not 
mine. Mason had seen the sewn laps in the material 
where there were distinct color changes. The whole mat¬ 
ter was a cut-and-dried production problem now. Get¬ 
ting Mason to split was out of the question. 

After lunch we went back to Mason’s office and I 
helped him make arrangements for returning the material. 
He shook hands with me as 1 was leaving. 

“We’ll see what the new stuff looks like before I make 
a judgment,” he said. “I have reservations concerning 
future business, but don’t mark me off. You didn’t try to 
give me a snow job and I like that.’’ 

“The material is no good,” I said. “You’d be crazy to 
use it.” 

“StiU, you had an hour to feed me a lot of jazz. So 
don’t be cautious about coming back. You’re always wel¬ 
come here, if not the material you sell.” 

I thanked him and went out and drove back to the 
motel for some display kits I had left there. 

The bedding had been changed. The room was as neat 
as a barracks before inspection. The only thing that did 
not match the rest of the setup was the faint, lingering 
scent of Donna’s perfume. 

I lugged the portable stereo out to the car trunk along 
with the display kits, then went back and finished pack¬ 
ing my suitcase. It took me fifteen minutes on the tele¬ 
phone to make a reservation on the first plane out in the 
morning. After han gin g up, I drove back into town and 
registered at the Concord Hotel. Satisfied that I was set. 
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I parked my car in a storage garage. There was nothing 
left to do but locate a nice, quiet bar and wait until the 
flight left in the morning. 

By six o’clock I had been in three bars. There was a 
gentle glow warming the pit of my stomach. I chanced a 
call to Donna, but after her phone rang a dozen times 
without being answered I hung up and walked back to the 
hotel for supper. 

I ate like a wolf who had spent two days in a trap. 
Then I killed two hours in the lobby with a paper I did 
not read stuck in my hands. Next, I wandered into the 
cocktail lounge and parked my pants on a corner stool 
near a support column. 

The bar was shaped like a horseshoe. The blonde was 
directly across from me. She was wearing a black satin 
dress, cut low in front. A choker of tiny lights was fitted 
around her neck and each time she moved, the lights 
twinkled. She had taken a graduate course with Max Fac¬ 
tor and if she was not on the stage I was willing to buy 
the cocktail lounge; eyebrows and lips came in a kit along 
with a fine-line brush. She caught me looking at her and 
smiled before directing her glance toward the doorway 
leading to the street. Three drinks later she was still there 
and I had learned that she was not a very good actress. 
She was laying it on too heavy. 

I glanced at my watch when I was positive she was 
looking in my direction. When I grinned at her seconds 
later, she shrugged a bored shrug that said he should 
have been there hours ago and for her the waiting was 
about over. It was my turn to come on stage if 1 wanted 
to. I didn’t. I was thinking of Donna and the image I 
had of her. 

I got up from the bar and used the telephone booth 
again. This time she answered. 

“Ibis is Jerry,” I said. “1 tried to get you. The phone 
rang and rang.” 

“1 know." 

“My plane doesn’t leave until morning.” 

“So?” 
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“So I want to melt the ice. I have no car. Why don’t 
you come down to the Concord Hotel and we can talk.” 

“There is nothing to talk about You made that quite 
clear.” 

“You won’t have to break your promise,” I said. “A 
few drinks, nothing more.” 

The pause lasted a lifetime. “All right,” she said. “A 
few drinks. Give me an hour.” 

I went out and sat at the bat again. The blonde in 
the black satin dress was still there. She would be there 
until someone offered to show her his etchings. 

Forty-five minutes and four drinks later Donna came in. 
I motioned to the bartender for fresh drinks. I got up and 
led Donna to a booth against the wall. 

She was wearing a beige dress with a wrap over bet 
shoulders. It was easy to see why she doubl^ in brass 
at Mason and Company. Take away the bongo drums 
or Brubeck and you had a sophisticated woman as beau¬ 
tiful and crisp as an autumn leaf. It struck me that this 
was the Donna who first had caught my eye. 

“I don’t really know why I came,” she said as I lit her 
cigarette. “I suppose you want me to intercede with Mr. 
Mason on the complaint.” 

“Mason and Company or National Fabrics and Plastics 
have nothing to do with my calling you. I wanted to 
talk.” 

“That’s a twist,” she said idly. “I thought you said I 
wasn’t important to you.” 

“There you go again, trying to put words in my 
mouth.” 

The bartender brought the drinks, and I paid him. 

“If I’ve hurt you. I’m sorry. I really didn’t mean to 
sound hard,” I said. “After you’ve been caught once, you 
walk carefully. I want to be friends.” 

“We are.” She sipped her drink and looked at me, “I 
didn’t say we weren’t.” 

Suddenly I was sorry I had called her. She was giving 
it back to me, doubled. 

“Donna, I’ve said I’m sorry.” 

“I didn’t come to argue, Jerry. I came because you 
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called me. I understand. I really do. You were pushed in 
the mud once and it isn’t easy to climb out. I think i 
would be bitter^ too.” 

‘‘Thanks.” 

“You were honest with me, Jerry. Every word you said 
was true. I didn’t realize that until today. You never 
pulled punches or gave me a line.” 

“That makes me feel better,” I said. 

She finished her drink and I finished mine. We ordered 
again and I could feel the whiskey beginiiing to work 
on me. 


“What about that faulty material?” she said, suddenly 
becoming Mason’s right arm. “Doesn’t your research have 
an answer?” 


“Too early,” I said, knowing research had nothing to 
do with it. “I’ll look into it when I get back.” 

“Is your research department very large?” 

“Quite large,” I said. “When you think of the number 
of diversified products we make, it seems inadequate, 
however. It should be larger. What are you thinking of?” 
I asked lameJy, “Placing Harold with National when he 
graduates?” 

She winced, “You always have to get Harold into it, 
don’t you?” 

“Maybe Pm jealous.” 

“It isn’t that and you know it. You want to keep re¬ 
minding me that Vm going to marry Harold. It bothers 
you because I go out with you while I’m supposed to be 
tied to him. Don’t you understand that Pm not tied to 
him completely? I know he goes out at school. We aren’t 
married yet. It’s quite possible he could call tomorrow and 
tell me there is someone else. Pd rather hear it now than 
after we’lre married.” 

“Forget it,” I said. 


“How can I, when you keep bringing it up all the 
time?” 


I studied her oval face. I wondered if I really were 
jealous. Something had made me call her, had driven me 
to it. 

“Maybe you have a good point, though,” she said. 
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“Harold would be an asset for a company as large as 
National. You think he’s dumb, but he isn’t. He’s at the 
top of his class. I wouldn’t be surprised if they tried to 
talk him into graduate work. He could wind up teach¬ 
ing at the college.” 

“And you would have your security,” I said. 

“And I would have my security.” 

“You had better see that he winds up on the college 
staff. Big business might chew him up. You have to be 
tough to survive in this game, no matter which end you 
work it from. The octopus has long arms and will suck 
the life out of you, if you let it. Harold wouldn’t last a 
year, believe me.” 

“You’ve lasted.” 

“Only because I’m tough. I’ve seen things that would 
turn your stomach. How do you think we got into so 
many other products? Small competitors didn’t stand a 
chance. The ones that managed to keep their heads 
above water were absorbed. We now make their products 
and all the Harolds who worked for them are out digging 
weeds. Plastics, paper, upholstery, shades, seats ... You 
name it and we make it, Bookcloth is only one portion of 
our business.” 

She twisted the glass and the ice made a sound as it hit 
the sides. 

“Mason and Company is small, bugsize, when you get 
down to it,” I said. “You’ve been exposed, you think. You 
haven’t seen a thing. Some day Mason will get there, but 
he isn’t on top yet, not by a long shot.” 

“Why are you telling me this?” she asked quietly. 

“Because of Harold,” I said. “If you think he can 
compete, send him around with his new diploma^—I’ll see 
what I can do. Ten to one he will develop into a monster 
like me if he manages to hang on. But I’m betting he 
goes down the drain within a year.” 

She finished her drink, slid out from behind the table 
and stood up. “You’re deliberately trying to make Harold 
seem small. He would stand a good chance with National 
or any other company.” 

I shrugged. 
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‘Thanks for the warning,” she said. 

She walked out and I was alone. Even the blonde at 
the bar was gone. I went over and sat down on a plastic- 
covered stool and ordered another drink. And for the life 
of me I could not understand why I was so wound up* 


The morning plane took off five minutes after seven. 
The ceiling, about two thousand feet, was a steel-gray 
layer of scud dribbling down ram. We climbed straight 
up into the dirty messj and a huge burning ball, its bril¬ 
liant red rays glancing off the cotton clouds, greeted us 
when we came out on top, I squinted through the window 
at the white layer below the plane with a sense of awe. 
I had the feeling of arriving on another planet, with aU 
the troubles of the old world left behind. It was hard to 
believe it was raining beneath us while up where we were 
the sun was bright and hot and new. 

Above and on all sides the sky was a sea of blue. It 
made you feel clean, I continued to look out for fifteen 
minutes, then I rolled down my lids and caught some 
much-needed sleep. 

When we settled down at Idlewild I was wide awake. 
The big metal bird came in on a low approach. The be¬ 
ginning of the runway was framed in the window, there 
was a jolt and then came a low squealing as the huge 
tires lost a lot of rubber. We taxied to a side strip and 
I unhooked my safety belt. 

The car-rental agency had a black sedan waiting for 
me, I climbed into the back seat and was chauffeured to 
the large parking lot where I picked out a red compact 
for nine bucks a day and nine cents a mile, all on my 
credit card. Then I crossed Long Island and headed up 
the New York Thruway, 

A reservation at the Crest Motel had already been 
taken care of by the home office, which was standard 
procedure when it was known you were coming in off the 
road for a while. After the first night you could cancel 
out and check in at a place of your own choosing if you 
wished. Some of the men did that if they had connections 
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in the city or if they had their wives vrith them. Salesmen 
at the Crest were usually bunked in twos if the scheduled 
gathering was large. This arrangement was not conducive 
to romance, by a long shot. 

Dace Hawkins was already under full sail when I 
parked my bags inside the room it seemed he and I were 
to share. He was engaged in a poker game with three other 
roadmen. The aroma of whiskey was strong. 

“Jerry—Show’s it going?” Dace asked, and the other 
men joined in with various forms of greetirig. I said 
“Swell,” and tried to guess which bed I was gomg to get. 
The four had moved a table between the two singles and 
were using the singles as seats. They were all down to 
rolled-up shirts and stocking feet. 

“How was the trip?” Dace asked without takin g his 
eyes from the cards. “No bad weather?” 

“At take-off ” I said. “Rain. The rest of the way was 
clear.” 

“Lucky bastard,” he grumbled thickly. “I was fogged 
out in St. Louis. Landed in Illinois and shuttled twice. 
It was a bitch.” He glanced at the money in the pot at 
the center of the table. “I’ll raise you five.” 

Dace was a real hot-shot. Tall, dark and good-looking, 
he could talk the ears off your grandfather’s brass mon¬ 
key or, if ejdgencies demanded it, not say a word for 
days. His one weakness was sitting on die table near 
his wrist. Without the whiskey habit he could have written 
his own ticket with any company in the trade. 

“Getting much?” Mark Daniels called over the betting. 

Dace cut in. “Jerry getting much? Hell, that’s like ask¬ 
ing an Eskimo if he’s seen any ice.” 

They all lauded and went on with their game. I took 
off my coat and threw it over the back of the chair near 
the window. I fanned my wallet and came up with fif^ 
bucks from the secret compartment. I dragged the chair 
over to the table and waited until Dace won the pot with 
a fun house. 

“Dealer’s choice,” Mark said, moving to give me room. 
“No limit on draw. Aces to open. Seven-card goes for a 
quarter a card. Fifty cents a raise." 
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Bud Miller and Bill St. John made up the rest of the 
group. Dace was (he only one half-gone with drink. Of 
them all, I liked Dace best. He would level with you and if 
you got in a hole, he would be the first one to figure 
some way of getting you out. I had yet to be in that po¬ 
sition, but I had seen him rescue others. St. John still had 
his job with the company thanks to Dace. 

Miller called for draw poker and I got my cards, one 
by one. They were junk. 

“What’s the big pow-wow about?” I asked, whUe Mil¬ 
ler was dealing out the draw. 

After swallowing a shot, Dace answered, “I hear there 
are to be some changes.” 

“Such as?” 

“A new position is opening.” 

I folded my hand. The new cards were as bad as the 
ones I had discarded. “Is that good or bad?” 

“Good. Somebody is stepping up.” 

“No hints?” I asked. 

“None,” Miller said. 

It was obvious they had gone over the subject before 
my arrival. Getting information now would be like pulling 
teeth. It was old potatoes and they were more interested 
in poker. 

_ Dace won the pot again and gave a hoarse laugh. “My 
night. With this luck I should be with a dame instead of 
you guys. I’d score no matter who she was.” 

St. John did not think the crack funny. He had been 
sitting with three queens against Dace’s three kings. 
“Yeah,” he growled, “if she was as tanked as you are.” 
Dace only laughed and continued to rake in the money. 

I wondered if I were the only one to catch the razor 
blades in St. John’s voice. 

For the next solid hour we played rough poker. I won 
a pot which kept me even. Dace continued to run with a 
string. Miller and St. John were dropping a bundle. 

“Damn,” St. John finally said. "The more Dace drinks, 
the more luck he gets. The bastard can’t even see the 
cards.” He raked in the deck and began dealing. “Seven- 
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card stud,” be said bitterly. "That should break his lousy 
str^dlc 

"Stud?” Dace looked around the table, bleary-eyed. 
“Did someone call me?” 

We all laughed; all but St. John. 

St. John dealt the cards. We got two face-down Md one 
up. I was high with a jack. I tossed a quarter into the 
pot. When it came to St. John, he raised a quarter. We 
all stayed. 

The next card was a nine. Miller showed an ace to go 
with a six. Dace had nothing-two spades. St. John had 
a five and a seven, a diamond and a club. Miller bet and 
when the bet came to St. John again he upped it. 

When the last card was dealt, face-down to go with the 
two already that way, there was a lot of interest on the 
table. Miller had a pair of aces and a pair of fives. Mark 
was standing short with queens showing. I had two jacks 
on the board and another face down. I did not think my 
jacks would stand up because St. John had a possible 
straight that looked stronger. Dace had four spades show¬ 
ing, but Dace himself was face-down, fast asleep. 

Miller bet a half-buck on the last card. For the hell of 
it I stayed. So did Mark. Miller asked what we should do 
about Dace’s hand. I said that he had stayed this long, 
so we should put him in. Dace had dough resting beside 
his chin. 

Miller pushed some out. 

St. John raised. 

Miller studied the cards in front of St. John and raised 
him. Mark stayed in the game. It was Dace’s turn again 
and I hated like heU to turn in his cards without a look. 
But we were all in the game and there was nothing to 
do. I had a hunch Mark’s queens had a sister that we 
could not see and they would beat my jacks. 

“I fold.” I shoved my cards into a pile. "IH see what 
Dace is bolding.” 

I slid around and eased out Dace’s cards so I could 
look at them. 

Miller was the first to turn his cards over. He had noth¬ 
ing to go with the aces and fives. As I had figured, Mark 
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had the third lady. That was too bad. Dace had spades, 
five of them for a flush, and it was a good hand. 

“A straight flush,” St. John announced. 

He had a strai^t all ri^t, but the cards were not aH 
of the same suit. A pair of twos was with it. 

“You mean a straight,” I said. “And a flush beats a 
strai^t. Dace has the winning hand.” 

St. John called me a bastard. “Can’t you see these 
deuces?” 

If he had previously announced deuces were wild cards 
he would have been correct. But he had not and I said, 
“It was straight seven-card, nothing wild. Bill Dace still 
wins." 

He got up then, his lean face an ugly mask. “I raWt^A 
deuces.” 

I ^gged. “Ask the rest of the guys.” 

Miller shook his head. “I don’t know if he did or not. 
I really wasn’t listening.” 

I looked at Mark Daniels. 

“I didn’t hear him,” he said slowly. “He could have.” 

I did not care for the way he said coidd have. He was 
lying in his teeth although for the life of me I could not 
understand why, Perhaps it was because he was out of 
the runnmg anyway and he did not want to get caught 
up in the argument. Dace was out cold and would never 
know whether he had won or lost What difference would 
it make? 

St, John started to pull in the money and I put my 
hand on his wrist. 

“You didn’t call a wild game, Bill.” 

He glared at me, still pulling. I held Mm fast, added 
pressure to his wrist until his fingers opened. 

“What is this? Are you splitting with your sopped 
friend?” 

“Isn’t he your friend?” 

“Balls. I won that dough and I want h.” 

I stood up then. “Dace has money on the table. Split 
the pot and we’ll forget it You didn’t call the game, but 
as long as Dace doesn’t lose it will be all ri^t with me. 

St. John’s eyes danced around the table. They were 
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small holes of fire. “You and that sponge can go to helL 
Do I get the money or don’t I?” 

If he bad been drunk I would have excused him; But 
and I bad always gotten along. He was pretty sober, how¬ 
ever, and if there was some doubt there should be no 
reason why he could not wait until morning and settle 

matters with Dace. . , j m, 

“You don’t get the money, I said evenly and as softly 
as I could. “Let it ride until Dace comes out of it. You 
two can settle it then. No one will touch the pot" ^ 

“Yeah?” he rasped. “Don’t give me that crap.” 

The others got up. Miller could see what was coming 
and did not like it He got his stubby figure close to St 
John with a lazy step or two. 

“It’s late. Bill,” he said. “We’re all a little on edge 
from so much traveling. Jerry’s right. Wait until morning 
and settle it with Dace." 

“You, too!” St. John spun around toward Miller, ^^oiat 
is this? Is everybody for that drunk? Look at him—a 
Bowery candidate if we ever saw one. And he’s supposed 
to be the live wire, the guy with the class. Hell, he stinks. 
If I had my way I would pull him off the road. He 
makes a bad name for the company. He’s a deadbeat." 

His voice was bitter and snapped like a bullwhip. He 
pushed the money and half of it went flying to the floor. 
“Shove it," he growled. “It’s worth the dough just to find 
out what kind of bastards I’m working with." 

The wall rattled when he went out slamming the door. 
Dace lifted his head from the table and peered up at us 
blankly. “Bomb?” he said with a mouthful of cotton. His 
head went down again and he was snoring. 

Miller shifted uneasily. He scooped from the stakes the 
tew dollars that belonged to him and shoved them into 
his pocket. “Can you handle him?” He motioned toward 
Dace. 

“Sure.” 

“Tomorrow’s Sunday. Damn good thing. He would 
never make the meeting if it was tomorrow.” 

Mark put on his jacket and pKJcketed his table stakes. 
They both started toward the door. 
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“Wait a minute. What’s the score? What’s bumine St. 
John?” ^ 

They looked at each other. 

“You got here late," Mark finally said. “Dace will tell 
you in the morning.” 

Before I could stop them they were gone. 

I dragged Dace off the chair and dropped him on the 
bed. He was about my size, but he was dead weight. I 
yanked off his shoes and threw a blanket over him. He 
groaned while I was cleaning up the mess on the floor, I 
put all the money I could find on the dresser, then took 
a warm shower. Within fifteen minutes 1 was asleep, too. 


3 

The recuperative powers of Dace Hawkins were amaz^ 
ing. When I opened my eyes the man was up and dressed. 
That slow, easy grin—which made him look ten years 
younger than the forty he was—creased his face. 

“Who was boxed out?” he asked lightly. “Yon or me? 
You’ve been pounding your ear for the past hour like 
there was no tomorrow,” 

He looked as if he was ready to step on the sound stage 
at Meto, There was no trace of fatigue under his eyes. 
As I tossed my le^ over the side of die bed I wondered 
how he mana^d so well, I would have been dead from 
drinking just half of what he had consumed. 

“What’s this?” He fingered the loose money on the 
dresser. “Taking up a eoUection for overseas?” 

“Yours,” I said, running my hands over my face, “The 
big winner last night” 

He ignored the money, “Come on and get a move on, 
I need breakfast,” 

I climbed to my feet. I stretched for the ceiling and 
stopped halfway there. Something cracked in my back. I 
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tried again and made it. “Go ahead," I said, digpng tor 
my electric razor in the suitcase. ‘TTI be almost an hour,” 

“Gripes,” he returned. “What do you do, take a beauty 
treatment? I’ll give you fifteen minutes, then I’ll take the 
lotion away from you.” 

“You aren’t big enough,” I said, heading for the 
shower. 

He was waiting on the bed with a cigarette in his hand 
when I came out. I dressed and we used his car to drive 
to the restaurant. He had not taken the money from the 
dresser although I had mentioned it again just before leav¬ 
ing the motel. 

He ordered a breakfast which would have turned a lum¬ 
berjack green with envy. I had eggs, coffee and toast. 

Dace had ten years of seniority on me in the company. 
He had been married and he made no bones about the 
fact that the breakup had been his fault. Liquor had got¬ 
ten in the way and he had told his wife she would be 
better off with someone who would be home every ni^t. 
Selling was the only thing he knew and no onp was better 
at it, myself included. We seldom saw each other ex¬ 
cept at home-office meetings, aJthou^ h^ handled book 
material, too. The west coast was his stomping grounds. 
Daniels handled the midwest, I held down the south and 
Miller worked the east. 

“What happened last night?” he asked idly, as he forked 
some flapjacks. “Did you wind up in the big game?” 

“I played,” I said. 

“Win?” 

“A few bucks, nothing to retire on.” 

Dace laughed. “Who lost the bundle on the dresser?” 

“St. John, mostly,” I said, watching him. 

Dace grunted. “Figures.” He went on eating without 
elaborating. 

“I got there a little late,” I said casually. “Want to fill 
me in on what’s new?” 

“Didn’t Franklyn tip you off? A shake is coming. I heard 
he’s going to handle book material, but a new position is 
being created to take the overflow along with side products 
such as case material.” 
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“Have they picked the man?” 

Dace grinned. “Ail of ns are supposed to be eligible.*’ He 
continued to eat as though a supply plane had just located 
us after we had been lost in a jungle for six months. 

“Not me," I said, “Franklyn is no pal of mine.” 

“He can’t argue with sales. You hit a high mark the 
past few months. You out-sold me and Tve got a cush 
territory.” He poked a fork, with a piece of flapjack im¬ 
paled on it, at my face. “You stand a good chance.” 

“What about you?” 

Dace shrugged. “OflBce work would kill me. I have to 
be out in the open.” 

It came to me then that Dace thrived on activity. I had 
known all along that he set a fast pace, but until that 
moment I had not realized how much sunlight he man¬ 
aged to see or the care he gave to his stomach after a 
night of total abuse. He was up and moving while every¬ 
one else was trying to sleep it off. 

“What about St. John?” I asked. “Is he hot?” 

For just an instant Dace’s eyes clouded, then he grinned. 
“Bill is sharp with a pencil. I haven’t heard what his sales 
volume is for the year. I don’t think it’s too hi^. But 
with a pencil you can’t beat him—and that will be a bic 
part of this job.” 

He wiped his mouth carefully with a napkin. “Between 
you and me and the latrine, I think he might be the boy. 
But don’t count yourself out.” 

“He was a little tight last ni^t,” I said. 

Oh? Dace blinked. "Bill doesn’t usually go heavy with 
the drink.” ' 

“About the game,” I said. 

“What about the game?” 

I explained the matter of the deuces. Dace listened in¬ 
tently. When I finished, his face was solemn and a little 
less handsome. He picked up the tab and drew a five- 
spot out of his wallet. “On me,” he said. 

The cashier was a blonde with big breasts and big 
teeth. She fawned all over Dace while he played at picking 
out a mint. 
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“Did you catch those hips?” he said on the way to the 
car. “Boy, what a ride you would get there.” 

“You don’t seem too concerned about St. John,” I said. 

“Why should I be?" he said and 1 guessed the blonde 
was still on his mind. “I’ll give him the dough and it’ll 
be aU over.” 

I stopped short. The bright sunlight was murder on the 
eyes. “Give it back?” 

“Of course.” 

“That will make me appear an ass. He was trying to 
pull a fast one.” 

Dace frowned and still managed to look like a movie 
star. “That’s right,” he said thou^tfuUy. Then he laughed. 
“I’ll come up with something.” 

The thoughts running through my mind as I climbed 
into the car were not exactly pretty. Dace was ready to 
place a bet on St. John getting the new position. How 
about Miller and Daniels? They had seemed very careful 
not to offend St. John. Was it because they had it in the 
back of their minds that he might be their boss within a 
few days? 

Dace started the car and I managed to study him with¬ 
out being obvious. One reason I liked him was his way of 
calling a spade a spade. In that respect we were exactly 
alike. Giving the money back to St. John was something 
I would never do, yet Dace was ready to return it without 

“Where do you want to go?” he asked, his eyes fixed on 
the road. 

“Back to the motel,” I said sourly. “I want to work on 
the expense account. I might not have the time next 
week.” 

“Good idea,” he said, apparently not noticing the tone 
of my voice. “I can really pad this one.” His laugh was 
short and hard. “Good old expense account. Boy, what a 
world this would be without one.” 

“Yeah,” I said. “What a world.” 


We killed the afternoon, each at a desk in the room. I 
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finished with the account, then used the portable typewrit¬ 
er to do up a report on the Mason c omplaint. Dace kept 
his nose close to a dictaphone doing the same thing on a 
complaint from the coast. It was almost six when I fin¬ 
ished. Dace was working in longhand by then. 

The rattle of the door turned us both away from work. 
St John stood there, neat and trim and frozen-faced. Dace 
got up and pulled him the rest of the way into the room. 

“Just getting ready to look you up,” Dace said. “Jerry 
tells me there was a misunders tanding last night.” 

“No misunderstanding,” St. John said sdffiy. “He called 
me a liar.” 

Dace laughed, glanced at me. “Don’t blame Jerry. He 
wasn’t here when we started.” He continued to look me 
square in the face. “We made deuces a rule before he got 
here. The others must have forgotten. Just a mistake.” He 
walked to the dresser and picked up the money, shoved it 
into St. John’s waiting hantte. “We didn’t spend a cent of it, 
did we, boy?” he said to me. 

“Since when do you call deuces at the start of a night?” 
I demanded. “Dealer’s choice means dealer’s choice.” 

Dace pounded me on the arm good-naturedly. “Come 
on, forget it It was only a game. It wasn’t that important” 

They both stood waiting for me to say something. I 
turned my back and clamped the lid down on the type¬ 
writer case. 

The silence was deadly. Disgust was a dirty rag stuck 
in my throat. 

“He’ll get over it,” I heard St. John say. Then the door 
closed again. It was a good sound. A few seconds more 
and there would have been the sound of St. John’s body 
hitting the floor. 

“Okay,” Dace said behind me. “I made him a present 
of the dough. There was no rule. Are you satisfied?” 

“It’s your life,” I said ti^tly, 

“I had my reasons.” 

“I’ll bet,” I said. 

For the next hour the room was colder than the North 
Pole. We did what we had to do without exchanging a 
word. Finally I calmed down. Dace was the one who bad 
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eaten crow, not me. If te wanted to play it that way, 
there was nothing 1 could do. 

“What about supper?” I inquired. _ 

Dace turned to me and a new grin grew on his bps. 
“Any place you say.” He stuck out his hand. “No more 
ugly?” 

“No mote ugly,” I said sincerely. 

We ate in Tony’s, a piece of old Italy out on the out¬ 
bound highway. A guy with a squeeze-box was sin^ 
Ole Sol in a voice oidy half as good as his finge^. "nie 
place was poorly lights and the wallpaper was ^eling in a 
few spots, but the spaghetti was fit for an Italian general 
and when we finished I was filled up to my collar. We had 
a final beer and went out to the car, 

“That blonde,” Dace said, climbing behind the wheeL 
“I can’t get those hips out of my mind.” 

“Maybe she has a friend.” 

“Spoken like a true salesman.” He chuckled. 

We drove back to the restaurant we had used for break¬ 
fast. The blonde was not there, so we got in the car again. 

“Too bad about the blonde,” Dace said. “It looked real 
easy. I know where I mi^t make out, but I don’t know 
about you. The Star Frost. It has a floor show and all.” 

‘To hell with it,” I said. “Drop me off at the motel I 
have a few more reports to work op. If I finish early, I 
might come out to see the show.” 

“Suit yourself.” He chuckled again. “I haven’t been to 
the place in more than six months, not since my last trip 
back east. The gal might not be working there now, for 
afl I know. If she isn’t, you know where to look for me.” 

“At the bar,” I said. 


The phone was ringing when I entered the room. I 
loosened my tie and lit a cigarette before picking up the 
receiver. It was probably Franklyn with a problem, or 
ready to cause one. 

“Garrison,” I said. 

“Is that you, Jerry?” 

“Dotma? Where are you?” 
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pie voice laughed in my ear. “Just outside of King’s 
Point. The Rainbow Motel. It’s all I could find. There 
must be a convention in town.” 

“National Fabrics and PiasUcs,” I said. “We own the 
town. What are you doing so far north?” 

“Business. Would you care to take me to dinner?” 

“Of course. I know where your motel is. I’ll be there 
in thirty minutes.” 

“Number fifteen,” she said. 

I hung up. I stared at the phone. Spaghetti had added 
an inch to my belt-line, but the word “business” from 
Donna could only mean Mason and Company. I swiftly 
changed to a gray suit and fresh white shirt. I figured 
Mason was taking no chances on the re-order being de¬ 
layed and had sent Donna to check on it unofficially. I 
remembered that he had told me of another time when 
he had sent Donna out trouble-shooting. He bad great 
faith in her ability. I did not know to what extent she could 
expedite matters, but she was a customer and had to be 
treated as such, even if it meant eating another meal. 

^ed emotions flowed through me as I drove to the 
Rainbow Motel ^d exactly how I was going to treat her 
was still not firm in my mind when I knocked on her door. 
Customer or bed partner? A combination of both seemed 
in order, but as soon as she opened the door to me I 
knew how it was going to be. 

It’s so nice of you to come,” she said, adjusting a pale- 
pink coat against her body, “Mr. Mason said I could ex¬ 
pect the full treatment from a concern as larce as 
National.” 

‘ The full treatment is our speciality. Where would vou 
care to dine?” 

^ She gave me a cheerful smile. “You make the choice. 
I’m sure you know the best eating places in town. I’ll rely 
on your judgment,” * 

She was enjoying every moment of it. When I held the 
door for her, she said, “Do you entertain many female 
customers?” 

“Very few,” I answered. 

I went around and climbed behind the wheel She had 
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not forgotten our conversation at the Concord Hotel, Her 
behavior was so very cordial, so very businesslike. It 
boded down to the fact that I was getting a treatment, 
too. I decided to play her little game to see how far it 

would go. - 

I chose the Regal because it was noted for fine steaks 
and candlelight. When Franklyn saw the tab later, his ha^ 
was going to curl. I bluffed my way through the meal, 
sipping coffee and toying with dessert. We talked book 
production like experts and when I signed my name to 
the bill, making a note that it was entertainment, we left. 

In the car some of the formality began to leave her. 

“You are an exceUent host, Jerry. It isn’t difficult to 
see why you are a success with National.’’ 

“A tremendous success,” I said, thinking of Franklyn. 

“I suppose the next step would be for you to return 

your customer to her abode." 

“It might be,” I said. “But if you would care to go, 
there’s a nice club near Goshen.” 

“Do you want to take me?” 

It out with a touch of pleading. I turned on the 
seat and faced her. There was a hauntingly tender appeal, 
like that of a child, about her. 

“On one condition," I said. “Drop the act. We go be¬ 
cause we are together, not because I’m expected to sell 
you something.” 

Her oval face relaxed. She moved nearer to me on the 
seat. 

“And that’s the way I want it, Jerry." 


A girl was singing when we entered the Star Frost. The 
small spotlight was like a slender, white finger touching her 
from the w^t up. A white gown hugged her in the ri^t 
places and under the steady glare she came through like a 
freshly minted thousand-dollar bill. 

Usually in a place like the Star Frost there is that under¬ 
current of conversation which can be so disturbing when 
you are intent upon listening to the performer. There was 
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none of that here. Except for the girl’s throa^ sinang you 
could have heard a snowflake fall. 

A waiter led us to a table. 

“She’s very pretty,” Dorma said. 

She was more than pretty. She was beautiful. I won¬ 
dered wheAer she was what Dace had been shooting at. 
Her hair glistened like a raven’s wing. A miniature sautoir 
hugged the fine line of her throat. Svelte is the word, I 

thought. And expensive, like a delicate orchid. 

“Competition is keener here in the east,” I heard Donna 
say. 

“It has to be,” I said. “The pace is faster.” 

I looked for Dace and could not find him. I ordered 
drinks and we sat there while the singer turned the male 
customers to water. After seconds on the whiskey I saw 
Dace coming in our direction from the bar. A willowy, 
copper-haired companion was draped on his arm. 

He spied us and waved. While he was walking across 
the floor, I gave Donna a thumbnail briefing on him. 

Jerry,” he said, grabbing a chair for the girl with him, 
“who’s this lovely bundle of fluff?” He was under full sail 
already, 

I introduced Donna. The girl with Dace was Mary. She 
was a wmtress who had knocked off early because the last 
of the big spenders. Dace himself, was in town. 

Try as I might, I could not get it through his head 
that Donna was a customer and in town on business* Liq- 
uor had oiled his tongue and had shorted out his brain. 
He told jokes that lifted me from my chair. He kept re¬ 
ferring to beds and broads as if we all were charter mem¬ 
bers of the clan and I could not shut huri up. Finally I 
grew weary, for there had not been one free minute in 
which to talk to Donna, and I was getting sick of listening 
to Mary’s silly giggle every time Dace finished a joke. 

By one o’clock Dace was almost there. His eyes were 
glazed and he was sporting a bottle purchased from the 
bartender. 

“Where ya staying, baby?” Dace asked Donna. 

I tried to motion her to be silent but she failed to catch 
my gesture. “Rainbow Motel,” she answered. 

“Wonderful!” Dace breathed whiskey at me. “Do you 
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hear that, Jerry? That’s where Mary and me are staying. 
How about that?” 

“Great,” I said. 

Dace climbed to his feet, bringing Mary up wth him. 
“Here we go, chum. Buck Hawkhis rides again.” He 
pinched Mary and she giggled as he said, “Come on. Early 
to bed, early to ride.” 

They marched away in front of us. 

“What about it?" I asked Donna. “Do we go or stay?” 

She stood up, a strange expression on her face. “We 
go.” 

I followed Dace’s car and it was all over the road. Once 
I thought he had lost control, as his wbeeb cau^t in the 
soft shoulder of the road and the two-door tipped slightly. 
I cursed under my breath. Going to the Star Frost had 
been a mistake, I ^ould have chosen a place where Donna 
and I could be alone. Not twenty-five words had passed 
between us all night. 

The wheels squealed when we turned off the highway. 
Dace came to a quick halt and his car rocked like the 
President’s chair. He insisted on coming into Donna’s room 
for a nightcap. He poured whiskey in water glasses and 
passed them around as though he had just learned that 
prohibition was coming back in the morning. 

“Drink and make merry,” he chanted. 

Mary giggled again and I felt sick. Doima held her 
drink in her hand, watching all of us. 

“Well,” Dace announced suddenly. “I’m going to play 
cowboy. I’m going to pretend I’m on a desert,” he said, 
holding the bottle up to the light to inspect the level. “Rid¬ 
ing a pinto. And when you’re on the desert you have to 
ration your liquid. Water holes are far between.” He patted 
Mary on the buttocks. “Come on, pinto. Gidjmp!” ' 

She giggled again. “Ain’t he a riot?” 

“Yeah,” I said. “He should be on the stage, pardner. 
It’s too bad one doesn’t stop here,” 

She blinked. 


There was a long silence in the room after they had 
left. I thought I could read Donna’s nund. I took out a 
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cigarette and lit it while she sat silently and fully dressed 
on the edge of the bed. 

“They aren’t all like that,” I said. “I know salesmen 
who don’t drink and don’t go out. Nice respectable men, 
some of the finest you would want to meet. Dace is single, 
remember. So am I. Don’t judge the majority by us. It 
wouldn’t be fair.” 

“I was thinking of Harold," she said. “And you.” 

I loosened my tie from force of habit. There was still 
some whiskey in the water glass. I swallowed most of it. 
“That’s the real reason you came to King’s Point, isn’t it? 
Harold. You want to see if he could survive here.” 

She lifted her eyes, “Part of it. Mason did want someone 
close at hand. He needs the material. It’s urgent. I thought 
it would be a good time to have a talk with the personnel 
manager at National.” 

“Two birds with one stone?” 

“You might say that. He could fit on National’s research 
staff. Maybe I could arrange an interview.” 

“Can’t Harold talk?” I asked, annoyed, 

“Not half as well as you can, but he doesn’t have half 
your experience—in anything.” 

“He’ll never get it as long as you keep carrying the load 
for him. Is that the reason you pumped me all those times, 
to find out if there was a spot for him?” 

“In the be ginning .” She lifted her eyes. “Not the last 
times.” 

“But now?” 

Her eyes met mine. “Tonight was an experience. I was 
right about you. You don’t give a d amn about anything. 
The only reason you aren’t out with a like Mary is 
because I’m in town.” 

“1 was in the motel when you called. I would still be 
there. I have work to do.” 

I waited for her to tell me to go back and do it. She 
unbuttoned the back of her dress instead. 

“There’s no record player,” I said. “No Brubeck, no 
Kenton.” 

She undressed and eased down on the bed. “I don’t 
need it.” 





THE DEAL MAKERS 47 

I lit another cigarette from die one 1 was holding. Her 
breasts were firm globes that looked cold. 

The other times had never mattered. I had the feeling 
this was different and I could not quite put my finger on 
what it was that was buggmg me. Perhaps it was Dace and 
Mary being so close and perhaps I felt we were above 
that situation. 

I joined her on the bed. When I reached for her, her 
kiss was reserved and without warmth. I continued making 
love to her and gradually nature began to take its course. 

“I promised myself this would never happen again,” she 
said weakly. 

“We all break promises, once in a while.’* 

“You’re using me. I don’t like that.” 

I smothered her mouth. Her hands went around my 
neck fiercely. Deep in her throat there was a sobbing which 
never escaped her lips. I lifted away from her, “We can 
stop.” 

She did not reply. The sobbing came to a halt 

“I’ve never forc^ anyone in my life,” I said. 

Fingers touched my face. “Forget what I said, Jerry,” 

“It isn’t too late.” 

“It is too late. It was too late the day I met you.” The 
fingers pulled me down. 

The velvet of her bps made me forget what I was going 
to say. I became lost in the love of her and she in the 
love of me. But there was still the hint of reserve in her 
that lingered and when all the passion was gone I climbed 
to my feet and stood beside ^e bed. 

“Where are you going?” 

“To get a drink. To get a few drinks.” 

“Now?” 

“I need one.” 

“I’m sorry,” she said. 

“It’s all right,” I said. “It was my fault.” 

I went out and knocked on Dace’s door. 

“Dace?” 

The door opened in seconds. Mary stood there, naked 
as she was bom. She postured before me, hands on her 
bare hips. “You’ve got a nerve coming here now. We were 
just getting started.” 
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It looked it. The light was on. Dace was flopped prone 
on the bed, fully dressed. His wallet had been hastily 
stuffed back into lus rear pocket. 

I pushed by her and she tugged at my arm. 1 rolled 
Dace on his back. His mouth was slack and his eyes turned 
up in his head. There was no chance in the world of his 
waking up to service Mary. Spending the night in the mo¬ 
tel would be a waste for us all. 

Before hefting him to my shoulder, I fanned his wallet 
There was money in it and that surprised me. 

“I took fifteen bucks,” Mary said quickly. “I didn’t roll 
him, if that’s what you’re th inkin g. He left fifteen last time. 
I didn't think he would be awake when 1 left. He won’t 
mind.” 

“Of course not,” I said. I carried him to the door. “You 
can stay here or go home. He has a big day tomorrow." 

“How will I get out of here? We’re miles from King’s 
Point” 

“Take my car,” I said. “Leave it at National Fabric. I’ll 
pick it up there.” 

I dumped Dace in the front seat of his car, then I went 
back to Mary. 

“Another thing,” I said. “Keep away from her.” I nod¬ 
ded at the room where Donna was staying. I dug ten dol¬ 
lars out of my wallet. “Don’t even talk to her. Get out of 
here before she wakes up.” 

Mary smiled. “No good?” 

‘Too good,” I said. I accepted the fact that I was cut¬ 
ting my throat once and for aU with Donna by not so 
much as saying goodbye to her. I started the engine of 
Dace’s car. 



Exactly at eight o’clock the meeting started. As general 
sales manager, Watkins welcomed everybody in his pen- 
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etrating voice. He appeared fresh and jovial. It was the 
first time in five years that I had seen all the salesmen to¬ 
gether, 

“If you are wondering who is out getting rid of our 
products I can teU you—no one,” he said. “They are 
good enough to sell themselves.” 

There was a nervous ripple of laughter in the room, 

“Today’s meeting,” he went on, “will cover general 
topics. Most of you mil then go back to work. Some 
of you will stay for two weeks. For those who stay on, 
we have an interesting program. When that first group 
has finished the two-week program we. have in mind, 
the men will go back on the road and we will call in an¬ 
other group. In that way, we’ll give every one of you two 
weeks in the home office and in the plant before the year 
is out. Now let’s get started—^book materials will be first" 

I glanced over at Dace, who looked as fresh as a bottle 
of deodorant. He nodded at me, but very carefully. I had 
not expected to be spending two weeks in the area and 
I did not think he had, either. 

“We will visit the lab,” Watkins said smoothly. “We 
will watch our products being made. There are a few new 
items on the fire that you will be interested in and we 
want to evaluate your reactions to them. Bitch sessions 
wiU be held and there will be a general rundown on 
the future. Be alert, be aware. We have a lot to do. 
Some of you will be annoyed at times because there will 
be classwork, homework and studying involved—just 
like the old schoolhouse. But stay with it, it’s important” 

Someone coughed. 

“That’s right, you’ll be students again. Don’t think 
you’re too smart to learn.” He grew a stem face. “Now 
I want all of you to stand up.” 

There was a heavy rumble like that of a storm flowing 
between mountains as we stood. 

“Pick up your folding chairs and look at the bottom 
side.” • 

I flipped the chair in my hand. There was a new one- 
doUar bill taped there. 

“Put the dollar bill in your pockets, gentlemen, and sit 
down again.” 
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When the room became sUent, he said, “That’s just to 
prove a point. You still have to get off your ass to get 
a buck.” 

Wild laughter shook the room. 

The general sales manager talked until ten o’clock, 
then we broke for coffee. I shook hands with guys I had 
not seen in ages and Onally wound up in the group I 
knew best—the men in book materials. 

St. John had the center of the discussion. “The pic¬ 
ture doesn’t look good,” he was saying. “I didn’t realize 
upholstery and automotive were so slow.” 

The charts and graphs used by Watkins as visual aids 
had been only too vivid. Book materials were moving 
well, but other lines were almost at a standstill and the 
company was losing money. Damage during production 
was takhg a heavy bite from profits, and complaints aft¬ 
er shiimient were not helping. 

“The trouble is in the plant,” St John said caustically. 
“Too many slobs running machines.” 

I listened for a while, then wandered off. There would 
be two weeks for that type of discussion, and short-guess¬ 
ing was for the birds. 

I sidled up to Franklyn, just as he turned away from 
Wa tkins . 

“I have the report tm Mason’s complaint in my 
briefcase,” I said. “When can we talk it over?” 

“Right after lunch,” Franklyn answered. “I have the 
next sesson here, then we’re through for the day. Meet 
me in my office, say at two o’clock.” He looked into 
the folder he was holding, apparently to study notes 
for his upcoming part of the program. 

Franklyn’s contribution proved not much more than a 
rehash of what Watkins had already gone over. The little 
man stumbled and coughed and hesitated until the entire 
group listening to him was nervous and annoyed. His 
only interesting words came toward the end. 

“As you know, sales are down—with the exception 
of book material. More people are reading today, the 
market is booming. It is the intention of management to 
create a new position—a post simil ar to mine. I will be 
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moving over to suitcase and the like.” A noisy buzz of 
conversation was the audience’s response. When it sub¬ 
sided, Franklyn said, “This afternoon will be an open 
session. You can wander around and talk with each other, 
see your sales supervisor, go in the plant and shake hands 
with some of the men you may know. No one is to leave 
until five. If something comes up, you will be noti¬ 
fied. Leave your destination at the receptionist’s desk so 
we can locate you.” He cleared his throat. “We have 
reserved the country club for a little blowout tonight. It 
starts at eight. Informal. You can bring your wife or a 
date.” He gave a forced laugh. “Not both.” 

The buzzing noise erupted again as Franklyn folded 
his notes. Dace joined me and said, “Boy, I thought I was 
going to wind up with nervous prostration. How bad can 
you be and still stay up there?” 

“We’ve seen the limit,” I told him. 

I put a cigarette to my mouth and Dace held a lighter 
for me. “You never told me what happened last night, 
Jerry. How did you make out?" 

“Like a bandit,” I said, breathing out smoke. 

“Good,” he chuckled. “I don’t remember it, but I feel 
better knowing it didn’t go to waste." 


Franklyn was already in his office when I returned from 
lunch. His secretary told me he would see me so I wa lk ed 
in. 

“Sit down, Jerry," he said, head bowed over his desk. 
“I’ve been going over the report you left for me. So Ma¬ 
son backed out of it completely, did he?” 

“Didn’t you expect it?” 

He lifted his head. Snap decisions were out of the ques¬ 
tion with the man. He would hedge and cough and double- 
talk until his brain got in gear and even then there was 
no assurance that the motion would he a forward one. 
At times he seemed completely confused and without the 
company handbook he probably would have been lost. 
How he had managed to get up there near the top was a 
mystery and the fact that he managed to hold his po- 
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sitioQ was a miracle. He had two faces and neither was 
warm when it was looking at me. 

“Our reputation is built on standing behind our prod¬ 
uct,” he said. “A customer, however, especially a new 
(TOtomer, is never to be trusted too far. I’ve seen many of 
them try to get credit on good material just because they 
decided at the last minute they wanted a changB of color 
or something equally fantastic.” 

“Mason was aU right until we inspected each roll as you 
suggested. A blind man would have detected the differ¬ 
ence. Mason had a legit complaint.” 

“When it arrives in the plant, IT! inspect it myself.” 

“That won’t change h,” I said. “What about his re¬ 
order?” 

“It is being scheduled.” 

His eyes would not quite meet min e while we were 
talking. He could tell me what I wanted to know but he 
didn’t have the guts to come out with it. So I gave him 
a push. 

“You mentioned a new position this morning. Who’s 
the lucky guy?” 

“It’s an unusual position,” he said with a cou^. “You 
don’t normally create jobs when business is slow.” 

“Book materials are moving along. I would thinV the 
extra business in the line would warrant added help.” 

He toyed with the desk pea. “Do you think Mason 
will buy more material from us?” 

“It wouldn’t surprise me—^if we satisfy him on this 
complaint.” 

“How many yards do you think he would buy in a 
good year?” 

I shrugged. “A half-million would be one guess. He’s 
expanding. Mason could develop into the big one in the 
southwest.” 

He said, “Hmmm,” as thou^ pving the Mason pros¬ 
pect real thought. It was a sham, he was stalling for time 
until he could come up with an answer to my origmal 
question. I looked at my watch. I had no place to go; 
it was just a gentle hint. 

“You’re a good salesman,” he said finally. 
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I told him I appreciated his words. We were gettmg 
close to it now. 

“You outsold Dace the past quarter.” 

“So I heard." 

“You could be one of our best men,” 

“I try.” 

He coughed and looked at the ceiling. “Of course, the 
product has a lot to do with volume. Had you been in ujv 
holstery you might have had a bad quarter.” 

“I wouldn’t have done too well selling kerosene lamps 
last quarter, either, if you are looking for comparison,” 

He continued to stare at the ceiling, but he could not 
conceal the flinch which reddened his cheeks, I should 
not have needled Mm but the stalling was getting on my 
nerves. All he had to do was come out and say I was not 
the one. 

“Organizations are different, you realize. Some firms 
would welcome constructive criticism, take it as a motiva¬ 
tion. We operate on an opposite trapk here. We have to 
learn to take orders, even though there are times we do 
not fully agree with them. We are part of the team. K 
the coach wants an end run, we go end run, even thou^ 
we see a hole in the center that looks inviting. Something 
like the old army game. The officer gives the orders and 
the men do as they are told. Argument wastes time. 
We can’t afford to waste time; competition is too keen for 
that. A man who talks back is holding up the ball. Pro¬ 
cedure is fully explained in the book,” 

“It’s that bad?” I said, taking out a cigarette, 

“You talk back, Jerry.” 

“It’s for the good of the company,” I said. “Rules are 
fine if you can apply them with common sense. If no 
one speaks out when he thinks a thing is out of whack 
you have no brake. Yes-men can yes you right out of 
business.” 

“A man who speaks out is an individual, not a member 
of the team. We are part of a team here.” 

I took a deep drag on the cigarette. “Should I start 
looking for another game?” 

His eyes came away from the ceiling quickly. “Of 
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comse not. That was never intended. 1 just wanted you to 
know the reason it boils down to St. John or Hawkins. If 
you put your mind to it, you could surpass both of them. 
The decision isn’t made as yet, but it will be in a few 
days.” 

I stood up. *T was never under consideration?” 

“I’m afraid not.” 

My cigarette tasted flat and I put it out in the ashtray. 
No man enjojrs hearing about bk faults. Most men ^ 
try to correct them. A good many succeed. A long time 
ago I had made a promise to myself—to use tact if possi¬ 
ble, be blunt if necessary, but be honest regardless. Chang¬ 
ing that attitude would be more difficult than cutting 
oS my right arm. 

Being told someone else was to be promoted did not 
bother me. But Franklyn did. After listening to the morn¬ 
ing session and seeing the charts, I thought h was only 
too obvious that the plant was not in a good position. 
How many men like ^ Franklyn were holding key posi¬ 
tions? How many were stalling on decisions and how 
many were saying ‘yes’ because they did not want to 
offend the next higher man on the ladder? 

Back at the motel I asked Dace for his opinions. 

“I don’t know,” he said. “I can’t recall a year with so 
many complaints. Something stinks. I’ve always known 
the ffieory existed in the office. Saying it exists in the plant 
is another thing.” 

“But you can’t lie to everybody. Eventually someone 
upstairs is bound to ask why.” 

“Slanted reports, Jerry. I’ve done it myself. Tell the 
good, leave out the bad. You aren’t bowing because you 
try to please the boss. We pad the riot sheet untQ cheat¬ 
ing the company on expense money becomes a game we 
play automatically. Production sheets, damage records and 
all that jazz could fall into the same routine. Someone is 
being pleased, someone is bemg cheated. The parable isn’t 
the best, but you get the drift” 

“I never lost it,” I said. “But it’s flirting with disas¬ 
ter.” 

I took off my shirt and headed for the shower. 1 stayed 
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under the hot water until I felt water-logged, then I went 
out and picked a blue suit for the party. 

“What about you?” I asked Dace. “Will you take the 
job if it is offered?” 

“You ask the rough ones,” he came back after some 
thougjit. “Once you refuse a promotion with this com¬ 
pany, you’ve bad it. I would hate like hell to be chained 
eight hours a day to a desk, but if it came down to it, 
I might say yes—if they asked me, which they won’t.” 

“Better you than St. John.” I said, “At least I can talk 
to you.” And as I said it I knew he was touching the 
truth—that St. John belonged in the pattern, and would 
be the one to get the promotion. 


The local country club is a massive piece of Spanish 
architecture surrounded by eighteen holes of carefully 
planned frustration and a dozen tennis courts offering 
perspiration which can be cooled in an oval, blue pool. 
It is the swank down to the last membership card. 

Dace went to the party in his car. I drove the compact 
because I expected to cut out long before he did. If I 
had known June was to be there I would iK>t have gone 
at all. As it was, I was not the happiest man around 
because I had let the whole day go by without making a 
move in Donna’s direction—and she was the Mason and 
Company representative, no matter how else I tried to 
identify her. 

Walking up the colored-slate pathway I could see cou¬ 
ples already dancing on the veranda. Music filtered 
through the willow trees. It was fine, except the couples 
were in gown and black-tie and I was in a business suit. 

I stepped inside and Gene Curd, heading out, touched 
me on the arm. 

“You, too? What a foulup. Franklyn made a mistake 
this morning. This thing is supposed to be formaL Some 
of the guys got the message. You didn’t, I see. Neither 
did I. I've been debating whether it’s worth going back 
and changing. How about you?” 

“1 won’t be here that long,” I said. 
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He hurried away. 

You did not have to be in the crowd ten minutes to 
know that it was going to be a sophisticated, semi-quiet 
brawl. The music would be tender, file jokes rough. Wives 
bumping buttocks on the dance floor with quick-date girls 
who would be more responsive in bed come the witching 
hour. Generals and captains and a few shoe-shine boys 
like St. John. The mixture of dress was most fitting, I 
thou^t, as I walked toward the bar, 

A subdued roar went up from the center section of the 
glass bar and in the middle of a group, like a quarter¬ 
back calling signals, stood Dace, telling a joke. 

Just before I joined the party I saw her—standing near 
the far wall, chatting with a stout man I did not recog- 
nixe, A tall, blond man was with them, too. Once her name 
had been Garrison, the same as mine. Now it was Web¬ 
ber, which was the blond man’s name. 

The reason I had felt a deep attraction to the singer at 
the Star Frost came to me as I stood looking at this blonde. 
The two women were much alike —June had never 
been much for vocals, but after that you could go right 
down the line. The same attractive body. Each movement 
with its own wonderful meaning. The simil ar speaking 
voice, a little husky, a little inviting. 

June had gone to Vassar and had come out with diplo¬ 
ma, grace and charm. She had legs men dream about and 
women envy, and she used them as only a beautiful 
woman can. Walking, she made you think of an island 
in the Pacific. Standing, she caught you like the first view 
of a Michelangelo. Sitting, she made you pray for the mira¬ 
cle of touching her. And in bed, those legs were as strong 
as Vermont maple and as soft as a white cloud. Those 
wonderful, exciting legs had made but one mistake, then 
June had cried; “Please, Jerty! I know how it must look, 
Bui it's the first time and the last time. I couldn't help my¬ 
self. You've been gone six months. God, I'm human!" 

I had thrown them, June and Dave, out of the house, 
I had never completely succeeded in throwing her out 
of my body. 

“Somebody pve old Jeny a drink.” 
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1 turned and saw Dace looking at me from the center 
of the huddle. 

“Take care of Jerry. Give old Jerry a drink,” 

“Yeah,” I said. “Make old Jeny merry.” 

I managed to watch June for more than an hour be¬ 
fore she sighted me. When she headed in my direction I 
wanted to get up and run. Everyone makes a serious 
mistake at one time or another. She had made (me. She 
had said it was the first and last one, but I had never 
^ven her the chance to prove it. The sight of her in bed 
with Dave had made me blind with anger. There had been 
no recourse, no appeal, no discussion. 

A dozen times the phone had nmg and I had slammed 
it down as soon as 1 had recognized the voice. Then the 
phone had stopped ringing and 1 had gone back on die 
road, traveling wherever Franklyn had sent me. 

Dave had arranged for her divorce and she had mar¬ 
ried him. 

Now, as she was walking toward me with the stout 
man in tow, I could feel pangs of regret. I had been 
gone for six months, and stUl my hunger for her was not 
dulled. She was beautiful and men swarmed around her 
like bup around a lamp on a summer evening. And 
she was not the strongest woman in the world—she 
frightened easily. A strange noise in the middle of the 
night would fill her with terror. Height held a special 
fear. There were a dozen weaknesses 1 had shielded her 
from—all but the one. 

She stood not more than two feet from me. The sweet, 
womanly smell of her was strong. 

“Jerry,” she said. “How have ycru been?” 

I wanted to plug my ears and could not. She introduced 
me to the man wiSi her. “Mr. Ebbert joined the company 
a few months ago. He will be working on new products.” 
We shook bands and 1 tried to avoid staring at her. 

“You’re looking well, Jerry. The south must agree with 
you. That tan makes me envious.” 

“You haven’t changed,” I said. 

“A little older,” she said. “A little wiser,” 

Ebbert shifted his weight frcun one foot to the other. 
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He had not failed to notice the soft way she was looking 
at me, and he was feeling imcomfortabie. 

“m run along, June,” he said. “You and Jerry must 
have bundles to talk about.” 

I wanted him to stay, I needed him for protection. But 
June said, “Why don’t you do that, Jason? I’ll only be 
a few min utes.” 

My protection walked away. 

Her eyes cruised over me, then danced from left to 
right. “It’s crowded in here, Jerry. Could we go outside?” 

Thirty feet away her husband was talking with two 
men. 

As a lawyer, Dave was supposedly one of the best. He 
possessed the^requisite charm, and the knack of saying 
the right thing at the right time. To imagine he did 
not notice June was with me would have been foolish. 
That would not have been Dave. A handsome man, fully 
capable of taking care of himself, Dave was a worthy and 
skillful adversary. In a way, I wanted him to see me with 
June. He had climbed into my warm bed once. My sliding 
off the stool to talk to his wife should not bother him 
one damn bit. If it did, I would be pleased. 

“Will the terrace be all right?" I asked. 

June’s violet eyes answered warmly. 

The sky was ink-blue, with a trillion stars overhead. 
We walked to the brick wall where the ivy hung thick. 
There was a long, narrow bench paralleling the wall. She 
sat down on it and quietly waited. I sat down, too. 

“How has it been—you and Dave?” 

She lifted her head to the heavens. “Different from 
what I expected. You see, Dave has another woman.” 

“That shouldn't be so surprising. He moved in on you 
suddenly.” 

“I didn’t want to marry him. You left me no choice.” 

“Let’s not go into that,” I said stiffly. “It’s done.” 

She turned toward me. The light from the club win¬ 
dows was faint, touching her patrician face like a faded 
moonbeam. “What about you—^have you married?” 

“No.” 
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“No one special?” 

“No one, June.” 

She turned her face away from me. “I never stopped 
loving you,” she said. 

I held my breath. When she faced me again, I started 
to get up. She stopped me with her hand. 

“What about you, Jerry? Is the feeling all gone?” 

“Gone," I lied. 

Her eyes powdered my face. “I don’t believe you. Say 
it again.” 

My voice sounded weak. “Gone completely.” This 
time I managed to climb to my feet “We’d better go 
back. Dave ^ be looking for you.” 

She lauded bitterly. “He won’t miss me. He’U be glad 
that I’m out of his si^t—or rather, that he’s out of mine.” 

“You seemed to be getting on well together when I 
saw you inside a few minutes ago.” 

I was filled with the sudden urgency to pick her up hi 
my aims. But I stood like a stick. 

“You thought you knew Dave. So did I,” she said. “We 
were wrong, both of us. He is strong, Jeny, very strong. 
And he uses bis strength on me.” 

“He beats you?” I asked, half in jest 

“Among other things.” 

I could not believe it. Dave was too civilized for that 
“Impossible,” I heard myself say. “Not Dave.” 

“He’s a different man at hwne.” 

“Then why don’t you leave him?” I asked, straining to 
see whether there were any visible marks on her lovely 
skin. It was too dark to m^e out anything, of course. 

“Where would I go? What would I do?” 

“Divorce,” I said. ‘He wouldn’t stand a chance in 
court.” 

Her answer was a long time commg. Finally she said, “I 
couldn’t go through that again, Jerry. I really coultto’t 
I’d rather take his manhandling.” 

The way she said it convinced me. I lit a cigarette. 
“I’ll have a talk with him,” I said. “A long talk," 

She arose then, stood inches from me. 

“rd rather you didn’t, Jeriy. It might help now, but 
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as soon as you left it would start again. I know it would 
—and it would be twice as terrible. I can live with it 
now. He knows when to stop. But there’s no telUn g what 
might happen if you caused him to lose his temper.” 

“You’re being foolish,” I said. “You should have un¬ 
loaded him the first time he touched you.” 

“I tried,” she said slowly. “You were the only one I 
could have talked to, but you wouldn’t talk to me. I 
phoned you in St. Louis, remember? You hung up as 
soon as I said hello.” 

I remembered. “So you’ll continue to let him use you as 
a punching bag? Suppose he maims you some night?” 

“It’s the chance I take,” she answered. She touched my 
arm. “Don’t misunderstand me, Jerry. He doesn't walk in 
and start striking me. He’s moody and odd at times, 
but the only time he is really brutal is when he is making 
love to me.” 

“Isn’t that enough?” 

She did not answer my question, but said, “You won’t 
confront him, Jerry. I want you to promise.” 

“You aren’t making sense,” I said a little roughly. 
“You’re crazy to put up with it.” 

“Promise?” 

She was not my wfe now, She belonged to Dave. Her 
problem was really none of my business. If she were 
willing to put up with him in bed, what could I do? 
But the thought of hands marking her lovely body made 
me sick inside. “Promise,” I repeated after a delay that 
seemed to frighten her. “But if he hurts you, he’ll never 
forget the day.” 

She found my hand and squeezed it. 

“Let’s go inside,” I said. “I think it’s for the best” 

“When will I see you again, Jerry?” 

“It will be better if we don’t,” I said. 

She did not argue. She stood on her toes and kissed me. 
I wrapped my arms around her and held her ti^t. 

It was a quick kiss. A fleeting, tempting thing that left 
me wanting more. She broke away wii a moan and said, 
“It’s still the same between us, Jerry. I know it is.” 
I reached for her and she evaded my hands. “You were 
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right,” she said. “We are only torturing oureelves being 
here like this. We had better go inside.” 

I ht a cigarette, then threw it away. It died with a show¬ 
er of sparks in the grass. I thou^t I heard thunder, 
but that was impossible. I could see that the sky was 
cloudless. 



June and I walked inside together. Boisterous voices 
smashed at our ears. The crowd at the bar had thickened 
and Dace was still telling jokes. We did not say goodbye. 
She simply sailed on toward the ballroom and I elbowed 
my way to the bar. In a comer, watching me thread the 
needle, was Dave. His face was the color of fresh concrete. 

I had a drink. When I turned on the stool, I could see 
he was still in the comer, watching me. I had another 
drink and when he did not move, I did. I got up and 
walked over to him with malice on my mind. 

“Hello, Jerry,” he said. “Long time no see.” 

His blond hair was neatly combed. The suit had not 
been purchased locaUy; it had been tailored in New York 
City. Except for the petulance in his blue eyes, he seemed 
genuinely glad to see me. I ignored his outstretched hand. 

“We were talking,” 1 said tightly. “Nothing more. It’s 
the fii:st time I’ve seen her since I threw you out of the 
house.” 

The remark was made for the sole purpose of titog 
him off balance. This was the man who had sneaked into 
my bed to compromise my wife and had thought nothing 
of it. He was doing a bad job of hiding the fact that my 
talking with June had disturbed him. 

“Was the conversation interesting?” 

“Very,” I said. “I understand you’ve taken up a new 
physical fitness program.” 
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“Oh," He lifted one eyebrow. “You know more than 
I know about myself.” 

“Could be,” I said lazily. “Could be at that.” 

He shrugged his shoulders as much as to say that I 
was talking Greek and that he had never taken the course. 
“Are you in the group spending the next two weeks 
here?” 

“The whole two weeks.” 

“Then you’ll be able to see her often," he smiled. 
“I imagine you two will have a lot to talk about.” 

“I don’t expect to see her again,” I said. “But if you 
touch her again, I’ll be seeing you.” 

He blinked. The tone of my voice got him. "What is 
that supposed to mean?” 

“Keep your hands off her, Dave, or you’ll answer to 
me." 

He managed a grin. “You’re getting drunk, Jerry. 
Aren’t you forgetting that June is my wife now, not 
yours?” 

“Remember what I said. Lay a hand on her and I’ll 
put mine on you.” 

I left him standing in the comer. I went back to the 
bar and ordered a new drink. Two minutes later he 
walked past me, heading toward the ballroom and looking 
for June. I hated every step he took. 

Finding your woman with her skirt up and in another 
man’s aims is a shock. After the shock wears off, doubt 
comes. What does he have that you don’t? Every *im<» 
you look in a mirror you wonder what it is you do not do. 
You tiy to forget it, but the doubt will not go away. Be¬ 
ing away from home for long periods of time might ac¬ 
count for some of the trouble, but a man should be able 
to hold a woman even during absences. 

Now Dave owned June and she was his business. At 
least I told myself that as I ordered another drink. 

There was a slight numbness in my lips and the creature 
trapped in the bar mirror in front of me did not look like 
me. I listened to Dace as his talking gradually slowed 
down. Then St. John was there, and Franklyn, and the 
laughter rose again. I managed to keep out of the crowd 
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and go on with my drinking for the next hour. Then 
Franklyn got bored with the action and wandered down 
to the stool next to mine, 

“Lonesome Jerry, the party pooper,” he chided. 

“Go to heU,” I said. 

“Now, Jerry —" 

“You heard me—go to hell.” I did not realize I was 
shouting imtil I saw a few heads turn in our direction. 

Franklyn probably would have gone away and my out¬ 
burst would have been forgotten had not St. John ambled 
down and joined in where he was not wanted, 

“Something wrong?” 

“And you can go to hell, too,” I said. 

Slapping his face would not have caused it to look 
more shocked. “Are you taking this lip?” he asked Frank¬ 
lyn. “He can’t hold his liquor any better than his buddy 
can.” 

“Keep Dace out of this,” I said loudly. 

“Jerry—” Franklyn said. 

‘Take your peg-boy and go away. I want to be alone. 
You don’t like me, you never have—so don’t waste time 
trying to be nice.” 

“You can’t talk to Mr. Franklyn like that,” St. John 
snarled. “I won’t stand for it.” 

I grinned at him. It was the first time I had ever heard 
him refer to Franklyn as mister. “Why don’t you two 
dance? You’d make a lovely couple.” 

I became conscious of another figure standing in front 
of me, 1 blinked, but the figure was a blur still. 

“Don’t you think you’ve had enou^ Jerry?” 

“More than enou^,” I told the figure. “All I want is 
peace and quiet. But these two are pestering me. Why 
don’t you ttike them away? Give Franklyn the company 
book to read. It probably explains how to handle the 
situation. The next time he won’t be at a loss.” 

“Don’t you care for the company book?” the figure 
asked. 

“It’s fine,” I said and the words seemed to stick to¬ 
gether. “But it isn’t the Bible. In addition to observing 
rules, a man should think for himself, if only occasionally. 



64 THE DEAL MAKERS 

These two wouldn’t be able to locate the men’s room if it 
wasn’t described in the book.” 

The figure kept coming and going, staying just beyond 
focal range. 

“Bitter,” I heard Franklyn say. “And too outspoken.” 

I had the feeling of dirt all over me. I slid off the stool 
and brushed my way past the figure. 

I made it to the terrace. The fresh air felt good on my 
face. For a lon^ moment my legs were unsure about hold¬ 
ing me up. I put my hand on a metal table and helped 
them. Part of me was sober enough to realize the serious¬ 
ness of sounding off about Franklyn and St. John, but the 
rest of me was drunk enough not to care. 

I wandered down the brick steps and halted on the 
damp grass. Damn the both of them, I thought. They had 
asked for it, butting in while I was drinking away my 
sorrows. ^ ^ 

I became aware of a woman standing in the shadows 
of the building behind me. I tried to get a cigarette gning 
but the lighter would not work. I put the gadget back in 
my pocket. 

Her lighter flared. “Let me help you,” she said softly. 

Ten years ago the face I saw had been beautiful; now 
it was stUl damned attractive. I drew heavily on the cig¬ 
arette. The lighter went out and left us in the half-light. 

I did not know the woman from Eve, but in the brief 
second of brightness I liked what I had seen. 

“You really are tying one on, aren’t you?” she asked. 

“It’s one of those ni^ts.” 

“You’re Jerry Garrison. I’ve heard much about you,” 

**Good or bad?” 

“TTiat depends on who’s talking.” 

I tried to recall an introduction somewhere in the past. 

I drew a blank. 

“Do I know you?” I peered at hen 

“We met once, a long time ago.” 

“I’m sorry,” I said after a pause. “I don’t remember.” 

She lit a cigarette of her own. The light gave her face 
another chance to register, but I didn’t recognize her* 

“Having fim at the party?” 
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I grunted. “Loads." 

“I could hear your debate from the terrace. You don’t 
pull your punches, do you?” 

“Rarely.” I settled my eyes on her face. “What are 
you doing out here alone?” 

“I’m alone most of the time,” she answered wistfully. 
“My husband is married to his position. I’m sure you’ve 
heard the story before.” 

“He’s a fool,” I said truthfully. “He should be whipped.” 

“I’ve thought that a number of times,” she said quietly. 

I flipped the cigarette to the grass, where it died hard. 
I grinned at her. “Maybe I can help.” 

“Maybe you can.” I sensed a smile on her face. “You 
don’t care much for Franklyn, do you?” 

The whiskey had begun to hit me again. “Bastard.” 
I had trouble with the word. “A damn bastard.” 

“ ‘Bastard’ is the word, Jerry. I think he’s one, too.” 

“You do?" I put my arras over her shoulders and leaned 
heavily on her. “Pals," ! said with a drawl 1 did not know 
I owned. “That makes us pals.” 

She laughed again. “Pals,” she repeated. 

I gazed fondly at my new friend. An urge I could not 
fight caught me. I let one hand ride down the front of 
her dress. There was a quick intake of her breath. 

“Jerry!” 

“Pals,” I reminded her. 

She eased away, glancing back up at the clubhouse. 
“We can be seen.” 

“Who cares?” I said, reaching again. 

“My husband, for one.” 

“You said he ipored you.” I touched a thigh and she 
did not move away as quickly as she might have. 

She seemed to hesitate before answering. “1 did say 
that, didn’t I?” 

I kissed her. “Not here, Jerry. It’s so close to the ter¬ 
race.” 

“Right here," I insisted. “Right here in front of every¬ 
body. But firsh, lemme buy you li’l drinkee.” I was having 
trouble with the cotton in my mouth. 
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She seemed to be making up her mhid about somethiiig* 
I waited. 

Finally she said, “A fine idea/^ She put her arm around 
my waist. know a place you’ll enjoy.” 

“Wha’sh the matter with this oV club?” 

“Too crowded,” 

I moved my hand down over her buttocks, feeling 
the play of flesh as she walked. 

We were on a path, I knew that much. The path be* 
came deep grass and I was lost “How far?” 

“Not far* The walking will be better soon.” 

I nodded and my head almost fell ofi. 

The grass stopp^ whipping at my shoes as we came 
out on level, soft carpeting. I stopped and pulled her to 
me. I kissed her wetly and she held on to me to keep me 
from falling. The curves of her buttocks fascinated me 
and I could not keep my hands away from them. She 
laughed in my ear as I managed to squeea^ each cheek. 

“Come on,” she finally said. “It isn’t far.” 

A large, dark object loomed up directly in front of us* 

“Wha’sh this?” 

“You wanted a drink, didn’t you? This way, then.” 

The jungle was suddenly all around us, I brushed 
branches from my face, I had the craziest thoughts of 
what they must be doing to her dress. 

“Lost?” 

The laugh came again. She disappeared in the dark¬ 
ness of the foliage. Then she returned and a hand touched 
mine. 

“Safari?” I said, bewildered. “A damned safari?” 

“You’re ri^t,” she agreed, “This is where we camp.” 

Camp was a large wooden bench, I could feel the slats 
when I sat down. 

I looked up and there was no sky. “Where’d tiie shtars 
go?” 

“We’re in our safari tent,” she said. Then a kiss blan¬ 
keted my mouth. 

Her lips were ^ tender as a blast furnace, I struggled 
to come up for air and it was like dicing Panama with 
a spoon* 
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“Put your hand here.” 

“A drink?” I asked, groping. 

It was no drink. It was warm, soft flesh. 

“Squeeze.” 

I squeezed. “Know something?” I said, still squeering. 

“I know plenty.” 

I shook my head in the darkness and somehow it man¬ 
aged to stay on. “Thish the first time I’ve ever been she- 
duced.” 

“There’s a first time for everything. Do you like it?” 

“Being seduced, or this.” I squeezed a little harder. 

“That goes with it.” 

“I know,” I said, grinning in the blackness and coming 
to in a hurry. I kept on squeezing. 

“Now here.” 

Here was a little softer, a little warmer. I liked it. 

She began to breathe faster. 

It was like making love to a hot ^ost I could not see. 
I could hear and feel, but could not see. Not that it mat¬ 
tered. Whenever I fumbled, she guided. 

“I’d better take off the dress.* I do have to go back to 
the club.” Then she laughed again out of nowhere. “You’ll 
have to remove your hands so I can take it off.” 

“I Uke them there.” 

“So do I. You can put them back in a minute.” 

I waited. I could hear the rustle of nylon. I had a few 
things to remove, too. I was very quiet about what I did. 

When she joined me in the darkness I touched bare 
flesh. * 

“You devil!” she exclaimed happily. “I never heard 
you moving even.” Her fingers ran over me like mice. 
“You wonderful devil!” 

“No pitchfork,” I mumbled, searching again for that 
warm spot. 

“Here,” she said excitedly. “This way,” 

She became the liveliest ^ost I had ever encountered. 
Her panting was a rhythm of jungle drums out there in 
the night. 

Suddenly I laughed and she whispered, “What’s 
wrong, don’t you like it?” 
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“Noflimg wrong," I said, grinning to myself. “I was 
wondering how the rest of the natives are doing." 

“Not half as well as we are,” she breathed, “Not half 
as well” 


6 

Pounding in my head awoke me. I opened my eyes and 
stared straight up at the fiercest spider I had ever seen. 
He was hanging on a silk thread not more than inches 
from my nose. 

I closed my eyes, and decided I had the d.t.’s for my 
very own, 

^ I opened my eyes and the spider was still there. I gave 
him a swat and he flew into the lilac bushes all around 
me. I sat there, sweating, trying to adjust to the surround¬ 
ings. Then there were voices, young voices. I lumbered to 
my feet and went stumbling out of the hlac bushes. 

A T-shirted kid looked at me and screamed as fliough 
he had seen Frankenstein's monster, 

I stood perfectly still while the bright sun made me 
deathly sick. When I recovered I saw I was on a golf 
course and the building beside the lilac bushes was the 
pro shop. 

The caddie continued to stare at me. He was sdll staring 
when I started in the direction of the club house. 

I had to sit in the car until my stomach settled down. 
It was eight o'clock when I finally managed to inspect my 
watch. 

I stopped for a cop of coffee in a roadside beanery, 
then I drove like a bat. At nine-thirty I parked in the lot 
near the main office. I felt like hell and I must have looked 
it. The receptionist told me the rest of the crew had start¬ 
ed on a meeting at exactly nine o’clock. Her eyes wan¬ 
dered over me as if I were something left over from a 
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rummage sale, I thanked her and went straight to the 
men*s room. There I splashed water on my face and 
combed my hair. I smoothed down my shirt and tie and 
put on my coat again. When I walked out I still looked 
like hell. 

I kept out of sight until the coffee break at ten o^clock, 
As soon as the door to the conference room opened, I 
eased inside and joined the group near the silver um. 

I had as much chance of getting away with it as a nude 
trying to tiptoe into church on Easter Sunday, They all 
noticed me, including St. John. Dace eased me away from 
the coffee-and-smker line, 

“Brother,” he exclaimed, “Where have you been?” 

“Africa,” I said, sipping coffee, “Safari.” 

“You're in hot water, Franklyn took attendance.” 

“How nice.” 

“Stop clowning. He’s burned, especially after last night.” 

I tried to remember last night* Then I did and I wanted 
to forget last night. “Pretty bad, hey?” 

“Couldn’t be worse, Watkins was asking about you, 
too,” 

“Watkins?” 

“You remember Watkins—general sales manager? Yon 
should. You had quite a conversation with him last night. 
I heard you almost took a poke at him,” 

That figure, that shape which had kept coming and go¬ 
ing. I suppressed a groan and continued sipping coffee. 
It was bad—Watkins! 

“You didn’t come back to the motel. Where were you?” 

“Camping out.” 

“Damn it, Jerry!” 

“I’m serious,” I said, “I slept under a lilac bush with a 
companion most of the night, until she got up and went 
home. I stayed there. It was nice and comfortable,” 

“Who was she?” 

I took the last gulp of coffee, “I don’t know. It’s not 
important,” 

Dace stayed with me until I unloaded the paper cup in 
a disposal can. Conversation was a steady buzz in the 
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room. I located St. John standing ofi to the side, smoking 
a cigarette and holding a cup, 

“I don^t remember much,” Dace continued. “I was go¬ 
ing down for the count myself. But you really laid it on 
Franklyn and St. John* I think you made a mistake.” 

I studied his good-looking face. He had probably had 
more whiskey in him than I, but it did not show, “You 
sound like you’re afraid of them both.” 

“Don't be siUy. But you do have to face reality. If St. 
John gets the position, after what you said to him last 
night—” He raised his hands in mock horror* 

“So I get a shot some other place. Mason’s outfit, for 
one. He practically asked me, ^e day I left Oke City*” 
“Don’t lose your contact with Mason,” he said seriously, 
“Toes are hurting this morning. Last night's drunk could 
be the most expensive you’ve ever put on.'' 

“Or the cheapest,” I said, 

“What do you mean by that?” 

“I don’t think I would ever quit. But if Franklyn fires 
me, it might be the best thing that could happen to me. I 
need another coffee. How about you?” 

Dace shook his head* “You crazy bastard. Where do 
you get your nerve?” 

“From the same place you get your hangover pill. It 
comes natural.” 

I went over and poured a second cup of coffee. 

The meeting went back into session ten minutes later. 
A chemist discussed some new ideas he was working on 
and most of them seemed to click in place as being some¬ 
thing I had seen or heard about before, with slight varia¬ 
tions. When he finished with the lecture-demonstration 
there followed a noisy discussion. By noon I had had it* 
Instead of eating lunch I balled back to the motel and 
took a cold shower, I shaved and put on clean clothes. 
By one o’clock I was back at the plant. For once in my 
life I managed to look like another Dace after a hard 
night. 

And it was a fine piece of managing* 

Watkins and Franklyn were standing in the hallway 
when I ambled in. Watkins said hello in a tone which bore 
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no grudge and he did not fail to notice that I was present¬ 
able. Franklyn motioned with his finger by way of saluta¬ 
tion and 1 joined them. 

“Did you make the meeting this morning, Jerry?” asked 
Franklyn. 

“L^te, but I did,” He wouldn’t trap me that way. 

“Good. I wouldn’t want you to miss any of this. It’s 
too important and too expensive. Every day a salesman is 
of! the road we lose business,” He smiled at Watkins when 
he said that. “And what did you think of the new products 
we’re working on?” 

“Do you want the truth?” 

“Naturally,” He smiled at Watkins again. 

“Revamps,” i said, “That suede material has been on 
the market a year. I saw a jacket made of it when I was 
in Texas, 

Franklyn’s smile went down the drain. “Of course the 
idea isn’t new,” he said quickly. “But our approach is. 
Our color line will be wider, giving a better choice.” 

“Is it in production?” I asked. The chemist had failed 
to cover that aspect of it. 

“Soon, Jerry,” He acquired another smile for Watkins. 
“And price wise, we’ll be right in there.” 

“The market isn’t waiting,” I said. “In a year the cream 
will be gone from the top. It could be already. But it isn’t 
my line and I wouldn’t know. It’s only a guess.” 

“It isn’t my line, either,” Franklyn said defensively. “I 
just wanted your reaction.” 

Watkins shook out a cigarette and offered the pack 
around. Franklyn declined. I took one. “We realize we 
have a late start on that one,” Watkins said. “As you say, 
it could be a bust by the time we’re ready to roll. It’s a 
gamble we have to t^e. Customers are inquiring now and 
there is a possibility we may be in production sooner than 
we think. Given a miracle, we might satisfy them.” 

Franklyn was nodding his head like a metronome. “Any 
more observations?” he asked. 

“None ffiat I can think of,” I said. I had a few, but this 
was not the time to mention them. Franklyn was trying to 
be clever. He was uncomfortable, but he wanted me to 
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continue so that, after 1 left them, he could comment on 
how my attitude was not as disciplined as it should be. It 
was a satisfaction he was going to be denied. 

Franklyn glanced at his watch. “We won’t hold you, 
Jeny. The tour of the lab win start in a few minutes.” 

I repressed the urge to give him a Bronx salute. All 
the way down the hall I could feel his eyes burning a hole 
in my back. 

Franklyn was a frightened man. The way he was fol> 
lowing the book was the clue. He went by the book com¬ 
pletely because he thought he could never go wrong that 
way. A worry that someone would upset his cart was con¬ 
stantly with him. No one could dispute the safety in his 
actions, but the rules were bogging him down. He had 
allowed hims elf to become old and stifl. 

The same situation was beginning to show up in other 
company departments. A bill of goods had been sold to 
Watkins with the suede, I was willing to bet, by yes-men 
who knew praying for a miracle was no proper way to 
run a business. They were afraid, however, to admit some¬ 
one had gone to market with a product they had not 
thought of. Instead of working on something new that 
would put the competition on the defensive, they were 
going to sink a bundle and hope for that miracle. If it had 
been just the suede, it would not have been so dangerous, 
but most of the items discussed during the morning meet¬ 
ing were already on the market in one form or another. 
Of them all, 1 had noticed only two that were new. 

Year after year, yard after yard, book cloth changes lit¬ 
tle. Coated paper, coated fabric, coated something. The 
color or the texture may change, but not much else. Most 
of the appeal in the finished book comes from the design 
or the splash of inks used. The questions are: how cheap 
can you make it and how long will it stand up under con¬ 
stant use? Most important is whether you can undersell 
the competition by a cent a yard and still make a profit. 
Hard-cover books seldom go out of style; only the material 
they contain does. It is possible to keep grinding out the 
same product and still to stay in the running. On the other 
hand, in clothing or upholstery, styles change overnight. 
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Ten years ago when you purchased a car, you had to 
specify a particular model ^ you wanted artihcial leather 
covering die seats. Now you can freeze your butt on the 
same kind of material in ninety percent of the cars with¬ 
out specifying a model. Being in the groove or being in a 
rut is a matter of viewpoint. 

This was still on my mind when I took the tour through 
the laboratory. I looked at beakers and retorts, extractions 
and refractions, testers and testing, chemists and chemi¬ 
cals, It was not until we paraded into the large conference 
room that the day took a special light. 

She was a designer and she was there to describe new 
grains and color schemes. She had burnt-copper hair and 
moist red lips. A healthy, silken voice came out of one of 
the prettiest mouths I had ever seen. She could have been 
selling used banana skins and I would have purchased all 
she could supply. 

“My name is Inger Bradley,” she began. “Design is my 
middle name. In the next hour I will attempt to cover as 
much as I can of the products you will be asked to sell 
during the coming year. Eye-appeal through patterns, pas¬ 
tels, and exotic graining—that will be the approach this 
season.” 

I took out a cigarette and got comfortable on my fold¬ 
ing chair. I glanced around the room. There was not a man 
in there who did not have designs on his mind. 

She postured gracefully with the pointer. When she fin¬ 
gered a piece of coated fabric tenderly and described 
^e soft feel, I felt a chill. Poise was an art she had 
mastered. I sat entranced for fifty-five minutes while she 
activated the saliva ^ands. When we walked out, not 
one of us could describe one product she had been dem¬ 
onstrating. But ask the size of her hips or the length of 
her tapered legs and the answer would come out cor¬ 
rect within, say, one centimeter, 

“Cripesl” Dace said, after we were in the hall. “Was 
that real?” 

“Makes you wonder where you’ve been all your life,” 
1 said. 

“The hell it does. It makes me wonder where I’m 
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going to be during the rest of it. Did you catch the way 
she managed to sit 9n the comer of the table? 1 thought 
my chair was going to catch fire/’ 

I purposely stalled as the rest of the group continued 
to walk down the hall to the exit. But I could not 
shake off Dace, 

*‘You wait, I wait. Fve got to see this, too.” 

Five minutes later she came out, carrying a small 
leather case. The white dress hugged her hips and thighs 
with a closeness that made me jealous. Dace began to 
hum the theme Bert Parks uses once a year at Atlantic 
City. It was appropriate. 

“Man,” he breathed as she walked away. “One Ume* 
I would even give up drinking.” 

“What are you talking about?” 

“Her! Inger Bradley!” 

I looked up and down the hall. “How about pink ele* 
phants, have you seen any of them?” 

“She just came out and—” He looked at me and 
grew a crooked grin. “It can^t be promoted,” he said io 
a fatherly tone. “I know the kind. If I thought there 
was a chance, I would run all over you. There isn’t. 
She’s too interested in art.” 

“Who?” 

“IPs bait, you bastard,” he howled. “That body is a 
come-on, a device to drive you out of your mind. You’d 
drown in your own drool while she stripped you of every¬ 
thing you ever owned. She would stick a bone in your 
mouth and let you lie there until a dog came along 
to drag you away. I tell you Tve seen the kind,” 

I took him by the arm. “You’re working too hard at 
it, chum. This is Jerry, remember? Good old Jerry,” 

“I remember,” he said with a snap. “That’s why Vm 
working so hard.” 

He talked about her all the way back to the motel. 
As soon as the door closed he found a bottle. Then he 
stopped talking about her. That was the way it was with 
Dace, 

I flopped on the bed, exhausted from the previous 
night. 
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“How about a card game?” 

“Not me,” I said. “I oeed sleep.” 

‘To hell with sleep. You can sleep after you’re dead.” 

He poured out a shot and handed it to me. I nursed 
it while he had two. 

“You’ve got a good chance for the position,” I 
said. “Franklyn said as much when I talked to him." 

“Not me,” Dace answered. “St; John will step in, wait 
and see. Maybe you.” 

“I’m out. Franklyn said that, too.” 

Dace turned. “Is that why you jumped his ass?” 

“No,” I said. “June was at the party.” 

He gave me a look. “That old feeling?” 

“I don’t know,” I said. “I get mixed up whenever I 
get close to her.” 

“Forget her. Look at mel You’re getting by with¬ 
out liquor so you’ve got it made. She’s a tramp and you’re 
better off without her.” 

1 put my bands on the pillow behind my head. I 
studied him. “Why don’t you give up drinking? You stand 
head and shoulders above St. John. If you went on the 
wagon you would have the job in your back pocket.” 

“Nuts.” He looked at the glass in his hand. For just 
an instant he weakened. He really wanted the job. It 
was all over his face, then gone in a twinkling. “St. John 
is in, and you know it.” 

“Speaking of our pal,” I said. “Something has been 
bothering me. Why did you give the money to him the 
other morning? He lost it in the game. The bastard 
was trying to cheat you. You lied about the rules set up 
before the game. Is it that you’re buttering him?” 

A hardness crept into his face. “You thought I was 
buttering?” 

“I know better. What was the reason?” 

He poured another drink. He did not answer. 

I reached over and extracted a cigarette from ray jacket 
pocket. He was standing motionless in the center of the 
room. 

“All right,” he finally said. “I didn’t tell you before 
because I didn’t think it was any of your or anyone 
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else’s business. It still isn’t, but I want you to understand 
I drink, St, John gambles. He can’t afford to gamble. He 
owes next year*s shirt. It was only a few bucks and I’ll 
never miss it. And if you tell that to a soul I’ll knock 
your block off,” 

1 sucked on the cigarette, I felt like a fool, ‘‘Sorry,” 
I said, mean it” 

Dace gave a short laugh, “So tonight FU get a card 
game going and drag him in, FU drink and he’ll play, and 
we’U both be happy. Two of a kind without drawing 
a card.” 

He went out the door, heading toward the other rooms 
and looking for players, I stared at the ceiling, reflect¬ 
ing on Dace and the names St, John had called him while 
he was drunk with his head on the table. 

Dace came back with Miller, Daniels, and St, John, 
They invited me to play and I declined. Out of two night- 
stands they made a table in the center of the room and 
began dealing poker, ! closed my eyes and listened to the 
betting. 

It is odd how acute your hearing becomes when your 
eyes are shut tight. Words take on a different mean¬ 
ing; a character becomes clear, I had never really taken 
the time to study St. John, Actually I had not seen 
much of him. Yet, listening to his voice, 1 began to 
get some insight. I could teU when he was bluffing or when 
he really had a strong betting hand. His voice would 
crack a little, take on a tinny sound, when be was pushing 
with nothing. On the other hand he had a voice that 
was calm and secure and almost velvet to the ears when 
he was not fooling. 

After a few hands he began to click. He was tolerant 
with the others, even making jokes. 

I managed to stay awake for what could have been 
an hour. Gradually, Dace’s voice became thicker. St. John’s 
was still velvet. The others were giving off an occasional 
curse at the bad string of luck, but neither of them com¬ 
plained to St. John, Hell, I mused before the lights went 
out for me, he’s the boss, so treat him gently. 

Schoolwork began in earnest the next day. We were is- 
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sued note pads and printed forms, along with instruc¬ 
tions on what was expected to be in the reports we were to 
file at the end of our stay. There was a lull while we 
shook hands with the men not staying, then they took off 
and only those connected with book materials were left 
in the room. 

We began a tour of die plant. It lasted all morning and 
most of the afternoon. We inspected machines most of 
us had seen before. There was not much new equip¬ 
ment and most of the old had been prostituted into hand¬ 
ling manufacturing operations they had not been designed 
for. 

I said to our guide as we were leaving: “Is there a drive 
on to save a buck? Some of that stuff looks ready to 
fall apart.” 

“We need a revamp, that’s for damn sure. But the young 
engineers hired in recent years want to play games rather 
than scout for equipment ^at will do the job as soon as you 
start the motor.” He looked at the group as though afraid 
he might have spoken out of turn. 

Only St. John acted annoyed, liJfting an eyebrow as much 
as to say this guy has a chip on his shoulder about col¬ 
lege graduates. 

“Lamination,” I said. ‘Tve seen some of the end re¬ 
sults. Isn’t there a machine you can buy to stick that stuff 
together right, yard after yard?” 

“Sixty thousand bucks,” the foreman answered with a 
shrug. “We’ve spent forty rebuilding that piece of yester¬ 
day you saw back there. It isn’t working yet.” 

"Maybe the tinkering will produce a better method. 
Have you thought of that?” St. John asked stiffly. “After 
aU, we face a different problem here.” 

The foreman smiled, an appeasing, polite smile. “You’re 
probably right, sir. We don’t always see the big picture 
on this end. No doubt it will tie in with the future, be 
more advantageous a year from now. Choosing some¬ 
thing from a trade magazine isn’t always what it’s cracked 
up to be.” 

I had ±e feeling it was a speech he reserved for mo- 
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meats like these. It was what someone wanted him to say 
or what someone, such as St, John, wanted to hear. 

We were standing near the exit. As we started out, I 
stopped. “I think I left a notebook back in the oflace/’ TTie 
rest of the group kept on going, I walked back with the 
foreman. When we were alone, I said, “Surely there must 
have been some new equipment purchased during the 
past few years?** 

“We*ve bought some*** He glanced at me. “I didn’t mean 
to sound depressing.” 

‘*What*s wrong with this place? There used to be a lot of 
joking and all that crap. I haven’t seen a dozen happy 
faces.” 

“Things are a little slow.” 

“That isn’t what 1 mean. The spark is gone. It’s a thing 
you sense.” 

“You’d better talk with the supervisor.” 

“Fd rather talk with you.” 

“Fm afraid I wouldn’t be of much help.” 

“I don’t carry tales, if that’s what’s worrying you. I seD 
this stuff. Fm not management.” 

We turned into the office. The supervisor was in his 
separate cell, working on a production chart. Earlier we 
had shaken hands, then he had turned us over to the fore¬ 
man who had conducted the tour. 

Maybe it was the moment. Maybe I had the only fore¬ 
man with the guts to speak out to a man he hardly knew* 

“See that act?” he asked. “Charts. Red, blue and black 
marks on cardboard. That supervisor makes the most 
beautiful charts you’ve ever seen. He couldn’t turn on a 
machine, but what charts!” He walked out of the office 
again and I followed Mm. *‘You don’t come up through the 
ranks any more. You walk in with a diploma and they 
give you a desk and a box of crayons. That’s all there is 
to it. College men, that’s the problem,” 

“Don’t you care for men who try for Mgher education?” 

“More power t<i them. I have a son who’ll get through 
college if I have to drag him. But that guy in there didn’t 
take your bunch around because he was ^raid you might 
ask questions he couldn’t answer. He’s been out on the 
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floor twice in the past six months. He never bothered to 
learn the first thing about what we do here. He doesn’t 
have to—he has foremen to run the department. That’s 
fine, if you’re president, but a supervisor is supposed to 
know things. How can the men respect a character who 
avoids discussing a problem unless it’s about how messy 
the department is?” 

I did not answer. 

“Most of the foremen are grads now. They have the 
same attitude—the men are supposed to know Ae job well 
enough to do it without problems. The old hands are dying 
off, are being replaced by young kids who never saw 
these machines before. Who is there to teach them how to 
run them properly? New operators, new foremen, new 
supervisors. Hell, no wonder damage runs so high.” 

“Company policy?” 

The foreman nodded bitterly. “When you come in con¬ 
tact with so many, you begin to wonder. They don’t know 
the job and don’t seem to care. It rubs off. The older men 
see no chance for promotion and are tired of taking the 
responsibility. When your boss gives you double-talk in¬ 
stead of a solution, you begin to get lax. What bums me 
is that most of the new bosses won’t have to worry if this 
place closes. They can get a position any place, be¬ 
cause of the diploma. The guys who will be hurting are 
the ones running the machines. They aren’t transient— 
they live here. This town is home. If the job goes, they 
get hurt.” 

I tried to sound cheerful. “This outfit will be going tor 
years.” 

“Don’t count on it,” he came back. “Don’t count on it, 
mister.” He broke away then as a man called to him to 
check a job. 

On the way out I took another look at the head man in 
the department. He was busy with an eraser, scrubbing the 
chart. 


Franklyn caught me as I was coming into the corridor. 
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His face was impassive and there was no way of telling 
what was going on in that mind of his. 

“Jeny,” he said, “I’m having a little get-together at 
my home tonight. I know it’s short notice, but I was won¬ 
dering if you would care to come.” 

I stared at him. If he had invited me to go a few rounds 
I would have understood, “I don’t know,” I said, still think¬ 
ing. “I have to complete a report on the tour this morning.” 

“That’s all right. I’ll take responsibility if you miss 
this one/- 

“I don’t know,” I said doubtfully, 

“Nothing to do with business,” he went on, “Swimming 
in the pool Singing, perhaps. Relaxation, mostly,” 

I decided to give him the opening. I did not care for 
the feeling I had, 

“Fm still shaking from the country club affair,” I said. 
He snorted. “That? Don’t let it bother you, I know how 
those things are. We all let go at one time or another*” 

He waited, his face still impassive. 

There had to be an angle behind his invitation, but I 
could no think what it might be. To imagine that his en¬ 
tire personality could change in one day would be stupid- 
“What time?” I said* 

“Eight or nine. Whenever you can make it. Come re¬ 
laxed, A sport jacket wlU do,” 

He walked back and disappeared into his office* I stood 
there, undecided. To think he had forgiven the incident 
at the club was ridiculous. Anything on his mind had to be 
in a book somewhere, underlined in red. Five years from 
now, should I stiU be with National, it would come out that 
Jerry Garrison, on die night of so-and-so, did act in a man¬ 
ner unbecoming the position he holds with this company. 

I think he wanted to find out how far he would really go 
if I played the sucker, I knew what he was waiting for in 
the long run—one false step. And when my foot slipped, 
he would push me over the cliff, I was selling at a good 
rate, I had customers who had grown used to me. But 
come the quarter when my rate slumped, my road ahead 
would be paved with embedded shards of glass* It was 
guaranteed 
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I was still standing there when Donna came down the 
stairs from the direction of the order bureau. 

"‘Hello, Jeriy,’^ she said brightly, “Why the deep 
thought?” 

Two in a matter of minutes, I reflected. How did they 
manage it? After running out on Donna at the motel I 
had assumed she would never speak to me again. 

“Problems,” I said, forcing a grin, “More problems 
than brains.” I glanced up the stairway. “How is the 
order coming?” 

“It's doubtful,” she answered, some of the brightness 
fading. The material is somewhere between paperwork and 
shipping. I phoned Mr. Mason, and he wants you to get 
your finger in the pie. He thinks it wiU speed things up if 
you are watching the processing,” 

“Ifs not my line,” I said. “And Fm here on special as* 
signment. Most of my time wiU be taken up with schooling. 
Fm sure there won't be any difficulty. We have made mil¬ 
lions of yards exactly like it.” 

“Mr. Mason won't take no for an answer. In fact, he"s 
calling your Mr, Franklyn now to straighten it out. He has 
had an increase in the number of books contracted for. 
The yardage order placed here has been doubled. It’s a 
hell of a big shipment now, enough to make even National 
Fabrics and Plastics sit up and take notice.” 

“Did you have anything to do with putting the idea 
in Mason’s head?” 

Somehow she acquired an impassive face exactly like 
Franklyn's. 

“Increasing the order, you mean?” 

“No. Having me bird-dog it.’' 

“He's fond of you. It was his idea, not mine.” 

I had walked out of the motel without an explanation to 
her for a number of reasons. Having her see that Mary 
woman had made me feel dirty. Too, all that talk about 
Harold and the discussion concerning personnel and in¬ 
terceding for the budding chemist had sickened me to 
the core. In my book a man was supposed to speak out 
for himself. 

“Well,” 1 said. “Did you locate Harold with us?'’ 
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Her eyes sharpened. “You had to get that in, didn’t 
you?” 

“Did you?” 

“I did,” she answered crisply. “They are sending for 
his records. A questionnaire will be forwarded to the col¬ 
lege placement office. Anything eke?” 

1 felt uneasy. I was continually giving her the needle 
and I did not want to. Bongo drums were working over¬ 
time in the back of my mind whenever 1 looked at her 
and that should not be. 

“Nothing else,” I said, 

“I’ll let you know when to follow the order. Tm going 
in to talk to Mr. Franklyn now. If you’re busy enough, it 
might keep your mind o3 Harold.” 

I grinned down at her. She was trying so hard. “What 
about you? Could you get him out of your mind long 
enough to go out with me alone some night?” 

“You were out wi± me not too long ago, if I remember 
correctly. You walked off without even a goodbye. I also 
remember a promise I made to myself. If you would care 
to take me out as a customer, I would say yes.” 

“No music?” 

“I almost gave in the other night. I don’t think Fd want 
to come that close again. It was foolish. You don’t go for 
permanent ties. Harold is the security I was talking about. 
Until you came along, you could count on one hand the 
number of times I had been out. I’m not what you and 
Dace would classify as an easy lay, regardless of how I 
appear.” 

“I never said you were easy.” 

“You never had to. I knew what you were thinking. 
If you want to know the truth, I was falling for you.” 
She brushed the back of her hand over the side of her 
throat. “Wasn’t that siUy, falling for an overgrown sales¬ 
man? I had a taste of what it would be like the other 
night. I didn’t care for it. You were right when you told 
me this could be a jungle where people get chewed 
to death. But you forgot there are people who can go into 
the jungle and come back alive. I think Harold can make 
it, and if that’s what he wants. I’ll do what I can to see 
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he has a chance to prove it* He can be in the jungle and 
still come home at nighty to me. That’s something to 
which you would never be able to adjust*^* 

She continued to glare up at me, an exquisite minia¬ 
ture with a porcelain face, 

‘‘Don’t trip, Mr. Garrison* Big game hunters have been 
known to discharge rifles into themselves.” 

Her retreating heels beat a tattoo on the tUe floor* I 
wanted to call her back and explain, but something 
inside me would not let me. I did not want to admit to 
myself that she was getting to me, but there was no deny¬ 
ing it* I should have taken more time and told her she 
would probably get her cake, only to lose it. Harold would 
get caught up in the bind and there was not a damned 
thing she could do to stop it. To hold his position Harold 
would have to circulate and, sooner or later, a Dave Web¬ 
ber would enter their circle of friends. If Donna did not 
stray, then a female Dave would take care of Harold. It 
was a pattern. 



I WORE a suede sportscoat and a pair of beige pants that 
night* 

When I had told Dace about the invitation, he had 
wrinkled his forehead* 

‘‘It must be exclusive. I didn’t hear of anyone else 
being invited.” 

“He loves me,” I had said. “He’s going to kiss my 
brow and bestow a sword upon me.” I had stretched my 
arms wide, “About this long, so it will go in deep.” 

“After the way you slammed into him at the club, I 
wouldn’t be surprised. Do you want my iron suit?” 

“Pve got an iron head.” 
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Dace had continued to frown* ^‘But you will have to go 
there alone.” 

I had grinned at Mm. “Relax. My Blue Cross is paid 
up. No sweat,” I had gone outside then and had fired 
up my hired compact. 

I drove out Route 164 and swung off it at the Hudson 
intersection, continuing for another quarter-mile. I had 
never been to Franklyn’s home, but finding it presented 
no problem. He lived in a large, stone rancher with a 
white faim-fence some five hundred feet long strung out 
along Brigbt*s Road. The place showed up in the wind¬ 
shield three miles from the crossroads, I twisted the wheel 
and drove up the long driveway and parked between a 
Jaguar and an MG* 

I had walked as far as the house before Franklyn 
appeared, 

“Back here, Jerry. Come around back,” 

The party was being held on the flagstone terrace. Spot¬ 
lights blanketed the spacious lawn and swimming pool 
A barbecue was in progress; the pit was cherry-red and 
the odor of turning beef was heavy. 

Franklyn shook my hand as though I had just returned 
from the wars and then led me to the charcoal, “Have a 
taste of this. My own sauce* Fd Mke to have your opin¬ 
ion.” 

The beef appeared innocent enough so I accepted 
a sandwich. The barbecue and pool added up to quite a 
layout. It was planned for comfort and entertaining cus¬ 
tomers. I wondered how many yards of material had been 
sold beside the swimming pool. 

“First visit, isn’t it. Jeriy?” 

“First,” I said. “It’s nice. Damned nice, and I mean it.” 

He beamed. “I like it. Some day Fd like to get something 
a little larger. But you know how it is—the house meets 
the position.” 

It was a casual dig, “I know how it is,” I said, manag¬ 
ing to look innocent. 

“Have you met my wife?” 

“Never had the pleasure.” 

He gave me a pleasant smile and picked a piece of beef 



85 


THE DEAL MAKERS 

from the sliced portions on the plate. “Finish your sand¬ 
wich. Therein be time for that later/’ He smacked his lips, 
pleased with his own recipe. “By the way/’ he went on, 
“regarding that re-order for Mason and Company, I think 
it would be wise if you looked in on its manufacture once 
in a while. It doesn’t hurt to keep an eye on things. There 
has been a substantial increase in the order and it war¬ 
rants expediting.” 

“What about the school?” I asked, watching him close¬ 
ly- 

“You can call your own shots on that. I think you can 
afford to miss some of the rehash that win be presented, 
Fve given this order a lot of thought. I suggested to Wat¬ 
kins that it would be smart to give it special attention. 
It’s for a new customer and he has a bitter taste in his 
mouth, as it is/’ He reached for another piece of beef, 
“Fm surprised you didn’t think of that/’ he said casually, 
“I have enough on my mind without pulling new ones out 
of the hat. Mason is a big customer. We have to please 
him.” 

“He wasn’t too big when I was getting him to split half 
the complaint. You wanted to treat him rough, pin the 
whole botch on him.” 

His eyes traveled the distance between us: three feet. 

“Mason as'ked for a plant guide,” I said. “If you want 
Watkins to think it was your idea, it’s all right with me. 
But don’t take that extra step—don’t turn it into a gripe 
against me.” 

I threw the remains of the sandwich into the garbage 
pail. 

“Maybe Fd better take a rain check on this, I can still 
write up my notes for tomorrow.” 

Franklyn took me by the arm. His face was wholly 
impassive again. “Fm not complaining,” he said smooth¬ 
ly. “Fm only stating it was a thing you could have come 
up with.” He gave a little laugh. “We both missed the 
boat, you might say. I suppose I expected you to use the 
imagination because I’m so bound up in desk work these 
days. It’s no reflection on you and it hasn’t gone any 
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farther than right here.” He patted my arm. "How was 
the beef?” 

"Delicious,” I said. “You’re a great cook.” 

He lifted an eyebrow, then smiled a little doubtfully. 
“Come on, meet the rest of the guests. Later you can go 
swimming. I have extra trunks in the cabana.” 

It was the collection of faces and hands you might 
expect at a gathering Franklyn would hold. The hands 
were a trifle limp and the faces blank. A man and two 
women were already in the pool. I leaned down and 
shook hands with the man, a Mr. Pearson. 

“One of the coming artists in the valley,” Franklyn 
said as we walked away. “Ethel purchased two of his 
paintings last week. We’ve been offered double for them 
already. He stays in Woodstock, near Kingston. It’s an 
art colony of sorts, you know.” He scanned the area. “I 
don’t see my wife at the moment. I’m afraid the intro¬ 
ductions will have to wait. Would you care for a swim?” 

“I don’t think so,” I said. 

“Make yourself at home. The water is really inviting 
tonight. I won’t be long. When I came out we’ll search 
for Ethel. The drinks are over there. Help yourself. Don’t 
be bashful.” 

He gave me another pat on the arm and headed to¬ 
ward &e metal cabana. I found a glass at the bar and 
poured a double scotch. I carried it back to a secluded 
beach chair near the pool and relaxed. Ten minutes later 
Franklyn came out like a 1925 Tarzan and went head¬ 
first into the pool. As soon as he disappeared beneath 
the surface I got up and went over for another drink. 
I was afraid my wish would come true and I did not 
want to be there when they grappled for him- 

When I turned around, Franklyn was busy splashing 
a red-and-white beachball with Pearson. The women 
were swimming beside them, shouting encouragement 

“Are you that bored, Mr. Garrison?” a feminine voice 
asked. 

It was like an old song—you remember some of the 
tune but not the title. Put another way, the voice clicked 
tumblers in my brain, but the combination was not ex- 
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aclly right. It was not until I faced her that the safe 
opened, 

“Ah/’ she said with a laugh, “you weren’t so drunk you 
couldn’t remember,” 

“How could I forget?” I retorted, p'inning. “It was 
the first safari Td ever been taken on,” 

“Were you cold when you woke up?” 

“Damp,” I said, “The Elacs dripped all over me. You 
should have warned me we were on the golf course, I 
scared hell out of a caddie when 1 stumbled back to civili- 
ZHtion,” 

“You were decent, I hope.” 

“My pants were on, if that’s what you’re referring to,” 

She showed me an even row of white teeth. “When 
you’re annoyed, you don’t take the bother to mask it. You 
should, you know. It would lengthen your list of 
friends.” 

“Are these your friends?” 

“Most of them,” 

“Don’t teU me you’re Ed Franklyn’s wife?” 

“You make it sound like a disease. It really isn’t that 
bad,” 

I swallowed what was left in the glass and made a new 
drink. It crossed my mind that Franklyn had not invited 
me here, not he. 

Now that I could really see her, she was more at¬ 
tractive than I had remembered. At the country dub 
she had been a vague shadow. Her blouse hugged her 
closely and her matching Hollywood slacks were pushed 
out and pulled in, I thought, in exactly the ri^t places, 

“Your name has been mentioned quite a few times 
during the past days,” she said, “Did you realize you were 
so popular?” 

I dropped ice in a glass for her and then splashed in 
some whiskey, “I suppose the rack and the brandmg irons 
are in the utility room.” 

She took the glass from my hand and her eyes twin¬ 
kled. “You’U never get promoted as long as my husband 
has anything to say about it. You know that,” 



88 


THE DEAL MAKERS 

I looked out at the swimming pool where Franklya was 
still punching the beach ball. “What else is new?” 

“If I had anything to do with it, you’d be behind a 
new desk in the mo rning .” ' 

I grinned at her. ‘Too bad you don’t.” 

The eyes continued to twinkle, like a distant star, beau¬ 
tiful and attracting, but with a coldish light. She sipped 
the drink, while watching me with amusement. “Who 
says I don’t?’’ She emptied the glass suddenly and placed 
it on the stone ledge. “Let’s go inside and talk. You 
haven’t seen the house yet.” 

I followed her through the split, colonial door. 

When we were behind the protection of a closed door, 
she turned and put her arms around me. “Did you enjoy 
yourself the other night?” 

“It was an experience,” I said, conscious of her hands 
on my back. 

She reached up and I kissed her. Some of the add of 
our previous meeting remained in her lips and it burned 
me. I released her, thinking of Franklyn outside. 

“It was really good,” she said with feeling. “I’ve thou^t 
about it often. You were so funny. Safari! What on earth 
ever got you going on that?” 

“I don’t remember,” I said. 

She kissed me with relish, then walked over to the bar 
in the comer of the knotty-pine room. I picked up a cue 
from the top of the pool table and placed a few balls 
at random on the green cloth. She came back and set 
down a drink on the table edge. 

“He didn’t want to invite you." 

“I can imagine.” 

“But it was important that you be here. Most of the 
brass wUl arrive later for a few drinks. I want them to 
see you.” 

“I’ve met most of them.” 

“Socially?” 

“Not my level," I said. “On business once or twice, or 
at a convention. They keep to themselves when they are 
that high up the pole.” 

“Tonight will be different.” 
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I had a hunch it would be different. 

“Do you really hate Ed?” 

“Hate isn’t exactly the word,” I said, tapping a ball 
toward a comer pocket. “I’m not sure what &e word is, 
but there is one. He’s got it in for me and it will never 
change.” 

“I could change that.” 

I rested the cue on the table and picked up the drink. 
“Why should you?” 

She continued to look at me in amusement. “I really 
enjoyed the safari. You were good, real good. Sober, you 
are probably excellent.” 

“Still seducing?” 

She came over to me and, holding her drink, pushed 
her stomach against mine. “What do you think?” 

“What about him?” I lifted my glass toward the door. 

“No time,” she answered with her eyes glued to my 
face. “He’s too busy trying to do a job he can’t handle.” 
She took a healthy puU from the glass and stood staring 
at it. “I own a good block of National stock. I owned it 
before we were married. I think that's why he married 
me. I know that without me he would be sweeping a floor 
in the mill. He spends every minute trying to cope with the 
position and National is paying for bis fumbling. I’m pay¬ 
ing for it.” She flnished the drink and went over to the 
bar and threw more ice into the glass. She poured Scotch 
over it and squirted a dash of soda over the ice. “I haven’t 
had a lover in bed with me for more than a year. I’ve 
had a tired husband who doesn’t know I exist, except when 
he remembers the stock or when he gets in a jam.” 

I picked up the cue again. Dirty laundry should be 
washed in private, I was thinking. 

She came back and stood inches away from me while 
I tapped a few balls around. 

“So you bate,” I said. 

“It’s disgust,” she replied and ran a finger over my 
cheek. “This new position they’re talking about will even¬ 
tually become that of sales coordinator. He doesn't want 
you in there. He’s afraid of you. He really wants Bill St. 
John.” 
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“That’s not new,” 1 said. 

“St. John knows how to mingle. He may not sell as much 
as the rest of you, but he knows whom to shine up to. 
His record is excellent, especially with Ed making up 
most of the achievement cards. But he’s as weak as Ed, 
I suppose that’s why Ed wants him in the job. Ed can 
handle St. John.” 

“And what do you want?” I looked up from the table. 

‘T want you,” she whispered. 

A pair of firm breasts were crowding my body. They 
were tempting, damned templing. 

She rested her hands on the cue, preventing me from 
taking another shot. J straighened and she eased mto my 
arms. I kissed her again and her tongue searched for 
mine. 

When we parted, we were both breathing heavily. 

“You can have the position if you want it.” She eyed 
me. 

“How?” 

“The right word at the right time to the right person,” 

“It’s that simple? What about Ed and St. John?” 

“I know more about these things than you do,” she 
said. “Watkins would go over your records again if I 
asked him.” 

“He would?” I peered at her over the glass of Scotch 
I had picked up. “You throw that much weight with 
Watkins?” 

“Watkins, Browning, Freemont—whom have T missed?” 

“Have they all joined the ‘We Laid Ethel Club’?” 

The crack did not shake her. She laughed, and the sound 
was reminiscent of the night on the golf course. “Ed 
says you’re too frank. I find it refreshing,” She returned 
to the bar. The pants screamed in protest as she leaned 
over for a fresh bottle. Without turning, she said, “There 
were times when my stock helped with decisions. Other 
times my Wly was more important. That was in the be¬ 
ginning when 1 was setting Ed up for a position. He knew 
it, but he was grateful for the rewards it got him. Now 
when I sleep with anyone, it’s for me. I need it, and it isn’t 
in my home for me to have,” 
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She put another drink in ray hand and I was still bold¬ 
ing the old one, 

“I know you as well as you know yourself, I could get 
you the position of sales coordinator if you wanted it that 
way, but you don't* You would want it only if you could 
get it on your own, I know from listening to Ed—when he 
gets around to talking to me, Thafs one reason I bad 
you invited here tonight* You have to meet the right peo¬ 
ple, If you do, even Ed can't hold you back, I know St, 
John is a doubtful. If you want me to sleep with somebody 
to help you along, I will. But if you want to try on your 
own, tonight is the night. Make a good impression, make 
them aware of you,” 

“It’s a paradox ” I said* “If I get the position I would 
create trouble for your husband. If St John gets in, you 
can go on the way you have. Which do you want most?” 

“I don’t really know,” she answered seriously. “You 
deserve a chance, Fm a part of National and I want Na¬ 
tional to have the best. The exception was Ed, but he 
was my husband, A few weak ones don’t matter but 
enough of them can create chaos* Fve never bothered 
to buck before; it wasn’t important once Ed was situ¬ 
ated. I may never do it again.” 

“I don’t want you bucking for me. It has to be on my 
own,” I said, downing the old drink and starting on the 
new. “It sounds stupid, but that’s the way it has to be.” 

She smiled at rae, “I would have hit you if you had 
called it differently,” She took me by the arm, “You haven’t 
seen the rest of the house,” 

I followed her through the game room and onto a se¬ 
cluded porch framed in glass. She closed the glass doors 
behind us and pulled the blinds closed. 

“I wish I had it to do all over again,” she said abrupt¬ 
ly, But it’s late, too damn late. Fve got Ed and Fm stuck 
with him, I thought I would be content pushing him up 
to where be didn’t belong, I thought of him as a little 
boy who needed help*” She reached for the clip at the 
neck of her blouse, “Fm sick to death of weak, crying, 
little boys* I could smell you, that night on the terrace. 
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You were like a wild animal, confused and filled with 
anger. I want a man, not a boy,” 

“The guests?” 

‘They won't come here. No one comes here except me ” 
She opened her blouse and her breasts spilled out like 
ripe fruit from a basket. The tight pants came off like 
sunburned skin. She stood in front of me without a stitch 
on. “Take me ” she said. “Make me feel like a woman 
again. Give it to me, goddammit.” 

I reached for her, vapely aware that Franklyn was not 
far away. He was even more of a fool dian I had thought, 
letting her die on the vine, 

I feasted on her body like a derelict on a mission din¬ 
ner. I savored the nipples of her breasts, sucking and nib¬ 
bling. She groaned and writhed like a boa beneath me. 
And when I carried her to the upholstered, iron-framed 
couch, she cried in my ear, “Hurry, Jeny. Please— 
please,. 

I put my hands on those luscious buttocks, and hur¬ 
ried. 


Franklyn was still swimming when we went outside* 
We stood on the pool apron, talking formally as though 
we had just been introduced. Once she whispered, “It was 
wonderful, Jerry. I still have the shakes.” 

Finally Franklyn climbed up from the pool and stood 
dripping in front of us. “You've met, I see,” he said 
to Ethel. “Any scars?” 

“None that will show,” she answered sweetly. 

“You've got to watch Garrison all the time,” he went on, 
completely missing her meaning. “He hates to take or¬ 
ders.” He rubbed a towel over his wet shoulders. “Haven’t 
the others arrived yet?” 

“It’s only ten,” she answered. “They'll be along any 
minute.” 

Franklyn looked at me. “Are you staying?” 

Before I could speak, Ethel said, “Of course he’s stay¬ 
ing, He wants to meet Browning.” Browning was top 
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wheel in National* His office was in New York and hav¬ 
ing him present rated a white-glove inspection* 

*-Oh ” Franklyn said* ‘‘Well, I had better dress up.’* 

And like a duck with chOblains he started waddling to¬ 
ward the big house. 

“It isn't formal," Ethel hastened to inform me. “They 
were all out playing golf. Ed invited them over for a 
drink. I suppose they got hung up on the nineteenth 
hole.” 

“Maybe I should be going* It could be embarrassing. 
He'll be plugging for St. John and I might say something*” 

“You might.” She smiled nicely. “You reilly might” 

Ten minutes later a mile-long limousine pulled up and 
parked in the driveway. Four men dressed in casuals and 
talking pleasantly pulled themselves out of it. 

For the first time in my life, I felt a little awe-inspired 
by human beings rather than nature. This was top eche¬ 
lon. Browning, Freemont, Evans and Watkins. Ten million 
bucks on the hoof. 

I was at a loss for words when Ethel introduced me. 

“Garrison?” Freemont said. “Book materials—our hot 
man in the Southwest, right?” 

“The Southwest is what’s hot,” I said. 

He showed me a hefty set of teeth as Ethel said, ‘The 
most active man in the sales force* He’s being modest.” 

I continued to shake hands. There were no Franklyns 
here* This was big league, the men who made National 
what it was, a power in the trade. They were relaxed and 
casual but in each brain there was a fine mechanism 
geared to making money. Any one of them, except Wat¬ 
kins, could have bought the town where the plant was lo¬ 
cated and never have missed the cash. 

“Do you play golf?” Browning asked. 

“Occasionally,” I said “I’ve been rather busy of late.” 

“I can imagine. Book materials are holding us in there 
these days. If that slows down, we’ll be in a bit of trouble.” 

I began to relax as the casual attitude began to rub off 
on me* I talked freely, answering questions which they 
threw at me in a soft, easy way. Just as we were really 
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wanning up, Franklyn appeared on the scene and threw 
cold water on it all. 

“No drinks?" 

“We’ve had our quota,” Freemont said. “But the beef 
smells inviting.” 

“My own recipe ... You’ll love it." 

He guided Freemont away from me. 

This was a Franklyn I had never seen. He had been in 
the game a long time and, regardless of how inefiBcient he 
might be behind the desk, the |)ersonaI maneuvering 
was his meat in more ways than one. Adroitly he steered 
the conversation, making certain I was never in a position 
to make myself felt. He was a good politician, I had to 
admit, smart in his choice of words, meant to impress and 
deter. Before I knew it, St. John’s name was in the conver¬ 
sation. 

“One of my strong men,” he said. “His selling record 
isn’t the best, but he has the organuational ability. That’s 
the important thing.” 

“You could be right,” Browning said, putting sauce on 
the beef sandwich. “But I’ve often found that men who 
can move the product on the road come to leam the 
customers are people instead of statistics. Each customer 
has little quirks and it’s to our advantage to know what 
they are. A top salesman has proved he knows the cus¬ 
tomer. We’ve got to admit that not all our products are 
superior to those of our competitors. The difference in 
making the sale boils down to the man handling the prod¬ 
uct. He has become a friend of the customer, is accepted 
and trusted. That’s the type of man I like to see behind 
a mahogany desk." 

Franklyn shrank, although not all the way. “St. John 
is qualified, but we have others in mind.” He looked at me, 
making me conscious that this discussion was not sup¬ 
posed to be for my ears. “The decision isn’t in concrete 
at this moment. Perhaps we can go over it again before 
you go^ home.” He pointed a finger to a spot behind the 
swimming pool. “I have a new green, Would you gentle¬ 
men care to putt a few over a drink? On the way I can 
introduce you to the other guests.” 
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“How about you, Garrison? Care to join us?” Brown¬ 
ing asked. 

“Sorry,” I said. “It’s rather late and I have some wnt- 
ing to do.” 

We shook hands again. Before they had gone ten feet, 
Ethel called to her husband. “Later,” he answered. 

“Now,” she insisted. 

Franklyn made hasty noises to the brass and hurried 
back to where we were standing. 

“You bastard,” she spat at him. “You didn’t have to 
be so caustic about Jerry in front of them.” 

“I didn’t say a word!” he gasped, looking at each of 
us in turn. 

“That’s it,” she shot back. “You didn’t say a word. You 
want St. John in there so much, you’re making an ass of 
yourself. Can’t you see the writing on the wall? Browning 
wants a salesman in the position. You have one, ri^t here 
in front of you. Do something sensible for a change.” 

Franklyn hesitated. He and his wife matched gazes for a 
minute, then his eyes dropped. “I’ll think about it, he 
said, walking away. 

“You shouldn’t have done that,” 1 said as the men 
rounded the edge of the pool. 

“You should have gone with them.” 

‘Tm not that good at golf,” I said, taking a cigarette 
from my pack. “Besides, it would be a waste of time. 
You can’t pitch that much hay in a few minutes. If they 
don’t know about me now, it’s too late to try.” 

“Maybe he’ll work up enough guts to say something in 
your favor. He knows you’re a good prospect” 

“You’re a dreamer,” I said. 

She laughed softly, watching me. “I suppose I am.” 

“Watkins has a good memory,” I reflected. “He hasn’t 
forgotten the ass I made of myself at the club. It’s better 
this way.” 

“I can talk to him.” 

"Don’t bother.” I winked at her. “Go over and join 
them. They’ll be wondering.” , 

“To heU with them,” she said stiffly. “Let them won¬ 
der.” 
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I inhaled, soaking in the lavishness of the surroundings. 
I thought of the motels 1 had been calling home for so 
long. “Go on,” I said, “for if Browning feels offended 
you might lose all this.” 

“Hardly,” she said. “It’s bought and paid for, I even 
own the green they’re using.” She waved as Freemont 
called to her from across the pool. “When will I see you 
again?” 

“It’s hard to say.” 

“Give me a call when you're lonely,” she said. Her 
lips parted, showing me teeth that were even and bright. 
“Or rU call you when I’m lonely.” 

“Fair enough.” 

I went around the house and climbed into the compact. 
For some strange reason I thought of Donna and Harold. 
I wondered if they would wind up in a rancher with a 
pool and barbecue pit. 


8 

The room was dark when I went in* There was no card 
game and that surprised me, I hit the light switch and dug 
a cigarette out of the pack* 

note was on the dresser, scrawled in Dace’s hand¬ 
writing on a piece of white copy paper; Call Jo 1-9979, 
1 grunted and walked over to the phone, 

^Ts that you, Jerry?” June’s voice hummed in my ear 
a minute later, 

A nerve began to twitch in my back. “Who else?” 

“I have to see you tonight, Jerry. It’s importantl” 

“It’s been a long day,” I said, catching the excitement 
in her voice. 

“Please, Jerry—for me?” 

I hesitated, “What is it?” 

“You know Lake Indian. We used to go swimming 
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there. I’m in the cabin on the west road. Won’t you please 
come?” 

I debated with myself. I think I was afraid to say yes. 
“Can’t you tell me over the phone?” I asked. 

“It’s Dave,” she answered after a long pause. “He hit 

•HA 

me* 

The phone trembled in my hand. I took it away from 
my ear and stared at it, 

“Jerry—are you there? Jerry?” 

“Which cabin?” I asked grimly. 

“You can’t miss it. There is a mailbox by the road with 
Dave’s name on it.” 

“Fifteen minutes,” I said, then hung up. 

The thought of Dave Webber using his hands roughly 
on June filled me with choking anger. 

All the way out to Lake Indian I was in both die past 
and the present. I savored the times she and I had had 
together before Dave had been introduced into our circle 
of friends; then I reflected on the expression on her face 
when I had caught them in bed and my warm feeling 
turned to cold fury. 

Dave handled patent rights for National and got a fat 
load of dough for it. It was only natural we should have 
met. Most of his time was spent in a company office, going 
over new products, checking for possible patent infringe¬ 
ments and looking for ways to avoid paying royalties to 
the competition that got there first. He stayed hot on a 
new product until it was ready for production, then filed 

Washington accordingly. It was a position perfectly 
suited to his agile legal mind. The fact that I was the 
one who had introduced him to June had never stopped 
bugging me. 

It was eleven o’clock when I picked up the mailbox 
with WEBBER painted on it in block letters. I swung off 
the road and pulled into the gravel driveway leading to 
the cabin and the lake. A red beetle with whitewall tires 
rested beside the cabin, which had one light burning on 
the back porch. A slight breeze was blowing in from the 
lake. On the opposite shore a string of pearls glittered. 
Not everyone went to bed before midnight, apparently. 
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I walked across the gravel toward the rear porch, but 
at a sound off to my ri^t I turned in that direction. June 
was down near the water’s edge, waiting for me. 

Hello, Jerry,” she said quietly. **I was afraid you 
wouldn’t come,” 

She was wearing a black bathing suit with no shoulder 
^aps. It perfecdy complemented her wet hair, which had 
been pushed back severely after the swim. Beads of water 
remained on her face. 

My belly became one huge knot as I sucked in the 
loveliness before me. 

I can’t stay long,” I said. ‘‘There are reports I have to 
finish before morning.” 

She picked^ the towel up from the blanket on the sand 
and draped it over her trim shoulders. 

“Do you have a cigarette? Mine are in the cabin,” 

I lit one for each of us. 

“What’s this about Dave hitting you?” 

She inhaled slowly, then eased smoke from her dainty 
nostrils. Against the woodsy backdrop she was like a god¬ 
dess standing there. “You told him,” she said. “You 
promised you wouldn’t.” 

“I warned him to lay off,” 

“But you promised.” She sat down on the blanket and 
I continued to stand. Her face was turned toward the 
lights across the lake and the moon caught her features 
in a gentle light. “He was angry,” she said. “I’ve never 
seen him that angiy.” She looked up at me. “I thought 
he would kin me.” 

The knot in my gut began to contract, to harden, “Just 
because I spoke to him?” 

“You don’t understand Dave,” she answered. “Some¬ 
times I don’t think I do. He has grown moody and 
strange, lately. His work has been affected. Last month 
he missed a patent and it will cost thousands in royalties 
on the material already produced. It still isn’t settled.” 

“So he takes it out on you?” 

“I’m the only one around.” 

I sat down beside her and looked out at the lake. “What 
do you want me to do?” 
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She turned to me and I was conscious of the perfunae 
that had managed to linger even after she had been in 
water. “Avoid him,” she said. “Please don’t speak to him 
again, no matter what. Don’t go near him.” 

“Do you think that will settle it?” I asked. 

“It will make it easier. I can put up with the roughness 
as it used to be. I can’t stand beatings.” 

I twisted on the blanket, my eyes traveling over her 
body. She knew what I was looking for. 

Siowly she eased the top of her bathing suit down over 
her breasts. Just beneath the firm objects I could see a 
dark bruise. She stood up and rolled the suit down farther 
until her flat stomach was exposed. There was another 
dark mark there. It stood out against her white skin like 
an ugly defect. 

"He did that?” 

She nodded silently. 

I climbed to my feet and took her in my arms. I held 
her tightly and cursed Webber with every foul word I 
knew. 

“That ni^t,” she whispered in my ear. “After the 
party. I was going to tell you sooner, then thought better 
of it. But I have to, Jerry. I couldn’t go through it again 
and I was afraid you mi^t talk to him without knowing. 
I—” 

I lifted her face with my hand. I kissed her into si¬ 
lence. 

“Oh, Jerry/’ she breathed at last. “It’s been so long. 

“Too long,” I said. “Too damned long.” 

We went back down to the blanket like two snow crea¬ 
tures melting under a tropic sun. 

The bathing suit was in the way. She lifted while I 
peeled it down, The moon continued to watch us as I ran 
my hand over the smoothness of her flesh, fingering the 
marks that Dave had put there. The twin peaks of her 
breasts beckoned and I kissed them tenderly. Her hands 
ran up the back of my neck like crawling little things and 
I shivered with excitement. It was like it used to be and 
I was carried away by the touch of her. 

She waited until I returned naked to her willing arms. 
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pie pure white of her belly and breasts contrasted sharp¬ 
ly with the black hair which flowed back on the blanket 
like a midnight waterfail. From then on Dave did not 
exist. He was a nothing that had never lived. There was 
<^y June and the way it had been in the beginning, when 
me rest of the world had been shut out by a bedroom 
door, 

I found the small of her arched back and drew her to 
me. Fingers dug into my shoulders as I kissed the fine 
hne of her neck. 

“Jerry,” she moaned like a rising wind. “Hurry. Please 
hurry, or I won’t wait.” 

All the passion of a year without her exploded within 
me. Force was met by force until suddenly she cried. 
Now, Jerryl” I mumbled incoherent words and the final 
surge sent us tumbling down into the deep abyss together. 

^erward lovers are supposed to smoke cigarettes tch 
gether. We just talked. It was quiet conversation about 
yesterday and what might have been. I made another 
promise not to speak to Dave again as long as I lived. 
She promised there would never be another to take my 
place. We looked at each other, trying to figure what 
had gone wrong. Then we got up and waded hand and 
nand out into the cool water. 

When we stumbled back to the small, sandy beach I 
held her out in front of me. *‘CoijJd we make it work 
ag^? Could we start all over and make it work?” 

I don’t know,” she said. “I would like that so much, 
but could we forget what has been?” 

I could forget,” I said. “I can begin right now.” I 
pressed her to me. “You can get rid of him,” I said. "We 
ran move out of here, leave it all in the past. It won’t be 
difficult if we both try.” 

“It can’t be done suddenly,” she said thou^tfuHy. “An¬ 
other mistake would kill me.” 

I led her back to the blanket, eased her down and 
warmed her chifled, wet flesh with my hands. “You think 
it mght be a mistake for us to start all over again?” 

“I don’t know," she said with her eyes fastened on my 
face. “It’s easy now to say we could forget, but if we 
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argued about something and you threw it back at me—I 
don’t know.” 

“I would not throw anything back at you." 

She put her arms around my neck and drew me down 
on her again. The slight breeze had roughened her smooth 
flesh. “Well see each other a few times, Jerry," she whis¬ 
pered. “Well give it a test and learn if it’s the real thing.” 

“No need for that. I’m ready now.” 

She smiled up at me, the serious lines in her face dis¬ 
appearing. “So am I," she teased. Her thighs moved un¬ 
der my loins. 


Dace was asleep when I returned to our room. The 
odor of whiskey and smoke was strong. I undressed and 
lit a cigarette and lay on the bed with my eyes wide open. 
Off in the far mght a fire siren screamed a few times. 
I snuffed a cigarette in an ash tray and closed my eyes. 
The siren gave another wail before I fell asleep. 

I heard rain when I awoke, a soft suminer rain Aat 
pattered down steadily and formed puddles in the ^ive- 
way and on the grass. I dressed in a gray suit and slipped 
a raincoat over my shoulders and hurried out to the com¬ 
pact, with Dace not three feet behind me. He backed out 
first and I followed him to the restaurant on West Street. 

Over bacon and eggs he asked me about Franklyn’s 
party. I avoided details and told him it was not as bad 
as he and I had expected it would be. 

“I gathered that,” he said. “You weren’t in bed when 
I got home from the Star Frost. I thought you would be 
thrown out in ten minutes.” 

I found a grin and put it on. I did not know why, but I 
wanted to keep the meeting with June from him. Staying 
at Franklyn’s house seemed the easiest way to account 
for the time. 

“We’re old pals now,” I said. “He greased the way 
for me to get out of the school bit. I’m cleared to follow 
that large Mason order through the plant.” 

He lifted an eyebrow. “You lucky bastard,” he 
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goaned. “Cm I torrow your pencils now that you won’t 
be needing them? 

“Since when could you write?” 

T ^ i*se them to chew on when 

Lri He toew some change on the tablecloth 

for a bp and struggled out of the booth. “Come on, lucky. 
This kindergarten baby is almost late now/’ 

I followed him out and we separated and got into our 

The rest of the training group was huddled in the main 
foyer when we reached National. I shook the water from 
my raincoat and draped the garment over my arm. St 
Joto gave us a critical inspection and a cool hello. 

Franklyn wants to see you,” he said to me. “He was 
out here a few minutes ago checking on you.” 

I strolled down the hallway to the office where, I knew, 
Franklyn would be waiting. 

“Sit dora, Jerry,” he said nasaUy, “FU be with you in 

I dropped in a chair in front of his desk and waited 
unw he fimshed signing his name to some papers 

You left raffier abruptly last night,” he finally said, 
pushing back his chair. “I wanted to talk to you about 
mat Mason order. Old Man Mason sent a Donna Red¬ 
den up here to keep tabs on the damn thing. Ordinarily 
1 would have said no-go to such a procedure, but this is 
^ unusual case. The order has been increased substan- 
bally and an exception will be made to keep the old goat 
happy. Miss Redden is being given a pass enabling her 
to wit inside the plant. Of course, there must be someone 
with her at all times. Since you wiU be working on the 
same mission it won’t be necessary to detail anyone else 
for that chore. Just keep her happy and if you spot any- 
tnrng mat might be cause for concern, give her the usual 
snow job until we can straighten it out.” 

“Anything else?” 

“Should there be?” He peered at me. 

I stood up. “I guess not.” 

l^en I got to the door, he said, “What you saw last 
night you have to make aUowances for. All women reach 
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an age when things bother them, become blown up out 
of proportion. Ethel is at the stage now. necessary to 
humor her— regardless of how awkward the situation 
might be. Do you understand?” 

He leaned on the desk like a minister ready to say a 
oraver. “I want to make it clear that I jumped like a ra^ 
bit because it was for her benefit. I wouldn’t want you to 
get the wrong impression.” He deserved an Academy in¬ 
ward. His face managed to take on a look of cold steel. I 
didn’t dve it a second thought, one way or another, 1 saio. 

He relaxed a little, as though he had been given a 
pardon. Make Miss Redden happy,” he said. We 
wouldn’t want to lose that order.” 

“Do you want me to start on it now?” 

“You know best. I’ve already cleared you on the clas¬ 
ses. Make as many as you can, but if you miss any a 
them, don’t ^ve it a second thought, understand? in 


take care of it.” 

He went back to his papers. 

The group had departed for the classes so I hilced over 
to manufacturing and the production line to check on the 
order. I caught up with the first portion of the 
Coating. I stood there watching for fifteen minutes while 
fabric hummed through the machine^ then I wandere 
into the foreman’s office and sat down, A few minutes 
later a workman wandered in^ peeked at me, then began 
leafing through samples on the desk next to the one I 


He cursed, then asked, “Where in hell is everybody? 

“I don’t know,” I answered. “Can I help?” 

“Can you okay ten thousand yards?” 

“I doubt it,” I grinned. “But if it’s any good I can 
probably sell it.” 

“A meeting,” he grumbled. “Every bastard day there are 
a dozen meetings. I think they hold meetings to find out 
what they can have meetings about. But let me take an 
extra five on a smoke-break and they come out of the 
woodwork like termites, ready to chew my ass. 

“Sounds rough.” 
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“It is rough,” He squinted at me. “I’ve got a machine- 
load of junk out there. I want someone to look at it. I 
think it stinks.” 

“Then why don’t you knock it off?” I asked. 

“Nuts to that,” he said loudly. “I run the machine. They 
get good money to make decisions. Why should I stick 
my neck out?” 

“Pride, maybe,” I said, 

“Balls,” he spat. “You know what you can do with 
pride. Five years ago I might have, but not now. When I 
run over on a smoke, they let me know I’m getting paid 
to run the machine. Well, that’s all I’m doing. Let the 
brains figure this out, not me. And that’s a joke, too. 
They’ll grunt and groan and nobody will make a decision, 
and the next thing you know, they’ll say take a chance.” 

“You sound bitter.” 

He threw the samples to the desk. “Not bitter,” he 
said. “Tired of fighting city hall.” 

I sat there another quarter hour and the machine was 
never turned on. The workman wandered around, looking 
for someone to make a decision. Finally he grew tired 
and slit the material with a knif e and ran the questionable 
material out separately. The last I saw of him he was 
going into a locker room behind the machine —^for a 
smoke, I assumed. 

I srioUed back to the main office, I used the phone at 
the receptionist’s desk and put a call through to Oklahoma. 

Dudley Mason finally was located and his voice honked 
into my ear. 

“What in hell is going on up there, Garrison? Did 
Donna fix it up so you could ride herd on that order 
of mine?” 

“I was looking at it not twenty minutes ago. It’s red- 
tagged. Nothing should hold us up now,” 

“It had damned well better not,” he boomed. “I 
needed that material yesterday.” 

“I’U sit on it like a mother chicken,” I said. “A partial 
should get you on your feet. I’ll wire you when it’s on the 
way.” 
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“Where’s Donna? She was supposed to call this mom- 


mg 

“I haven’t seen herI told him. I managed to U^t 
a cigarette with one hand. “If I do, I’U tell her to you.” 
“Do that,” he said. He coughed in the phone. And do 


me a favor, will you, Jerry?” 

“Anything.” . , , . 

“Show her a good time. It’s the first occasion she s been 
that far away. She’s a good kid, one of the best. I 
wouldn’t want to think she’s all alone up there. Know 


what I mean?” 

“I know.” 

He chuckled. “She has a crush on you.” 

“She has a guy,” I said. “A budding chemist.” 

“My wife had another guy before I married her. We’ve 
been tied thirty years now. It couldn’t be better. Donna’s 
a fine woman.” 

“What is this?” I said. “Are you selling books or 


bodies?” 

“Both,” he answered lazily. “I know when a woman 
has the fever. She almost busted a leg rushing in here to 
get her special assignment.” 

“She had a reason,” I said. “But not the one you’re try¬ 
ing to dream up. I’ll tell it to you some time.” 

“Do that,” he said, as though he did not believe me. 
“Meanwhile, treat her as you would me.” 

“Do you mean that?” 

“You stupid bastard,” he lauded. “You know what 
I mean.’* 

I hung up, grinning to myself. I could not help but 
like Dudley Mason. They didn’t seem to make ’em like 
that anymore, which was a shame. 

Long after the conversation had ended I thought of what 
he had said. I thought of Donna, of June and of me. It 
was a nice little triangle. I also thought of Dave and the 
marks he had left on June. TTie more I thou^t of Dave 
the more I wanted to have it out with him. 

By lunch hour 1 bad worked up a nice head of steam. 
Even Dace noticed it as we rode toward the restaurant 
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No, I ssid. I debated with myself for a niinute, 
then I told him. “I saw June last night.” 

“That?” He looked at me quizzically, 

“Among other things.” 

“Once burned,” he reminded me. 

“Yeah,” I said, still thinking. 

He pi^ed up in front of the restaurant and we went 
in and sat at the bar. We ordered a sandwich. I asked 
for a beer and Dace requested a coke. 

“A what?” I turn on the stool. 

He grinned broadly. “What’s wrong with that?” 

“Nothing,” I said. “Nothing at all.” 

I had been so deep in my own ftoughts that I had 
ttsglccted to see he had something on his mind, too. 

“I’m giving it a try,” he said solemnly. “Can you 
keep a secret?” 

“Sure.” 

“I had a talk with Watkins this morning, after I left 
you. He gave me the word. I’m the choice for the new 
position. If I can prove I can stay sober the rest of the 
time we’re here, I’ve got it in the bag. If I slip, St. John 
gets it.” He paused, looking seriously at me. “You run a 
hot third and I’m sorry because I know you could do 
better than all of us.” 

“Nuts,” I said, sticking out my hand. “It couldn’t 
happen to a nicer g\iyj* 

He picked up the coke and held it up in front of his 
face. “I don*t know if I can do it,” he said. “Watkins 
mentioned alcoholic and my name in the same breath.” 
He turned to me. ‘Tm not an alcoholic, am I, Jerry? 
Cfanst, I never had to give it up before so I never thought 
about it. Now rm not sure I can.” 

“You can do it,” I said. “FH see to that. One drink 
and ru knock you on your tail.” 

He shook his head'gravely. “You’ll have to keep re- 
mmding me. I don’t want to slip. I want to see if I can 
work behind the desk. That’s another thing. It never 
seemed important before. But I want that job.” 
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“You’ll get it,” I promised. 

“The first few days will be the hardest, I think. If I can 
get by those I think I can go all the way.” He swilled 
^e liquid in the glass. 

“Like falling oS a log,” I said. “Nothing to it.” 

“I hope so,” he said. “I really do.” It was the first 
time I had ever seen Dace completely serious. 

“Does St. John know?” 

“I guess so,” Dace answered idly. “He was in to see 
Watkins after I left.” 

I found myself wondering how thin gs would have been 
if I had said yes to Ethel Franklyn. We had all been 
wrong in assuming St. John was in first place. This was a 
case of someone using good judgment and I was pleased. 

“The meal is on me,” 1 said when we had finished. 
“I’ll throw a party later.” 

Dace gripped my arm, “No hard feelings then, Jerry?” 

“Because you’re selected? Qirist—suppose it had been 
St. John?” 

Dace nodded. “Maybe that’s why I suddenly wanted 
the job. It’s a chance to make some badly needed 
changes. Don’t worry,” he said, pulling the coUar of his 
coat up around his neck. “We’U make a team.” 

I buttoned my coat and we went out in the rain. 

When we got back to the office we parted. Dace 
walked away in shoes that made him nine feet tall and 
I went back to the production line to eagle-eye Dudley 
Mason’s order. At five o’clock I drove back to the motel. 
It was still raining. 



The explosion from St. John never materialized. He was 
the first to come around to our room after we got back 
from supper. He suggested the card game, pounding 
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congratulations on Dace, By eight o’clock we were aU 
playing poker. 

There was whiskey in the room, but Dace wisely ar¬ 
ranged for it to stay on the side of the table opposite to 
where he was sitting. Everyone kidded Dace, but he 
shrugged it off by saying he had given op the stuff for Lent, 
which was long past, I supposed he wanted to keep the 
terms of acceptance a secret although I was sure everyone 
in the room had drawn his own conclusion. 

The phone rang around ten, Mark Daniels answered it, 
‘‘For you, Jerry/* he said, resting the receiver on the 
table. 

I folded my hand and stood up. 

My caller was Dave Webber and he was primed- 
‘T want to talk to you, Garrison, Right now/’ 

“What about?” I said, 

“My wife/’ he jawed into the telephone, “If you don’t 
come here, I’m coming there. How do you want it?” 
“Where are you?” I asked. 

“In the bar across from Indian Park/’ 

I did not want to see him, but if he made a scene at 
the motel it could spell trouble for all of us, “Don’t go 
away/’ I said, “I’ll park across the road,” 

“I’ll be here,” he warned. ‘"Don’t you forget to come/’ 
When I went back to the table, I announced there was 
trouble with Mason’s order, I i^as going back to the plant 
to check on it. 1 slipped into my raincoat, went out to 
the damp compact and started off toward die edge of 
town, 

Indian Park had once been an active amusement cen¬ 
ter, Now it was covered with tail grass and was nothing 
more than tired ruins surrounded by trees and a broken 
fence. 

I dimmed the lights, but kept the engine running as I 
stopped across the road from the Ticktock, I spotted Web¬ 
ber standing outside the doorway. An instant later he 
started over the macadam. When he reached the compact 
he pulled open the door. 

“Get out of there, you bastard/’ he spat. “I want to 
talk to you/’ 
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I got out. The rain was coming down in sheets. 

“You stay away from my wife, or Til kill you.” He 
glared at me from beneadi a short-brimmed hat. 

“You could have told me that over the phone,” I said, 
“Why bring me way out here?” 

He tried to look mean and succeeded. “She was out 
with you the other night,” he growled. “I always know 
when she’s been out with someone. There’s never any¬ 
thing left for me when she comes home.” 

“You hit her,” I said. “I told you never to put a finger 
on her.” 

“You’re telling me what I can do with my own wife?” 

My fingers were digging into my palms. “I told you ” I 
said deeply. “I’m not telling you again.” 

He lunged at me, pabbing for my coat, I brought up a 
right that banged into his cheek. It rocked him loose for 
an instant, but he charged back at me and we both 
went down in the mud. 

“Anyone,” he screamed in my ear, “anyone but you. 
I can take the others, but not you!” 

His hands were claws digging at me, I tried to pasp 
them and the mud loosened my grip. We rolled over and 
over until the hardness of the road was beneath my back. 
Through it all he was a snarling wild anim a L 

I managed to get my hand under his chin. I pushed up 
with all the force I could muster. Gradually his hands 
began to slip. I twisted and shoved at the same time. He 
skidded away and I scrambled to my feet. I wiped the 
mud from my hands by rubbing them over my ojat As 
he came at me again, I measured him for a right that 
caught him in the belly. The coat he was wearing ab¬ 
sorbed the blow and he shook it off with only a sudden, 
“Ooo//” 

We wrestled again, his hands clawing my face. He 
was breathing heavily. The point of his chin beckoned 
like a red fi^t. When I saw the chance, I drove my 
knuckles against it with a jolt that shook my shoulder. 

He sighed and came to a complete halt. 

It was as though he had suddenly been hypnotized. 
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He started to sink to bis koe^ and I grabbed tbe 
lapels of his coat and held him up, 

“It’s different when you’re on the receiving end, isn’t it?” 
I said heavily. 

The look on his face was blank. I shook him and it was 
like holding a sack of patotoes. I wanted to hit him again, 
but it would have been a waste of time,* There was no 
fight left in him. 

“You win,” he gasped, with a whistle in his voice. 
“You win.” He shook his head, trying to come back to 
earth. He managed to keep his eyes on my face, “Okay, 
Garrison, I can’t stop it. Come on over to tbe house when¬ 
ever you want. I’ll get someone and we’ll make it a four¬ 
some. All of us under one roof.” He tried to laugh and 
cut it off as the pain in his mouth hit him. “It’s more cozy 
that way.” 

He had tried to grow wings too late. He should have 
tried before he took June from me. As he babbled on, 
I hardly heard him. 

“Don’t you touch her,” I repeated. “I’ll knock your 
teeth down your throat if you do.” 

“Exchange partners once in a while,” he went on. 
“Let me have her occasionally.” 

I reached out and shook him. “Stop the raving and 
listen to me. You worked her over since the last time I 
talked to you. Do it again and I’ll kill you.” 

“You think I hit her?” 

“Didn’t you?” 

He blinked at me. “Never,” he mumbled. “I never 
hit June.” 

“You’re a liar,” I shouted. I took my bands off him. 
“Remember what I said.” I turned my back on him and 
started back toward the car. 

He called after me, “It’s a mistake. Garrison. I’ve never 
mauled her!” 

I climbed into the car and released the brake. When I 
pulled away he was standing there in tbe rain, a muddy, 
unsteady scarecrow. 

All the way back to the motel I listened to the 
monotonous slapping of the wipers on the windshield. 
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I gripped the wheel the anger still with me. When 

I parked, I took off the raincoat and folded it over my 
arm. There was nothing I could do about covering up 
the mud on my pants and shoes. 

I took a deep breath and walked into my room. 

To a man, they stared. 

“What in hell happened?” St. John asked, his eyes pop¬ 
ping. 

“Nothing,” I said easily. “A flat tire. I took care of it.” 

I went straight to the bathroom and washed the mud 
from my face and hands. 1 stripped down to shorts and 
undershirt, went out to the dresser, dug out a pair of 
slacks and slipped them on. St. John was still managing 
to watch me and the cards at the same time. 

“Want in?” Daniels asked. 

“Don’t bother,” I said. “I don’t feel lucky.” 

I dropped on the bed and put my hands behind my 
head, trying to piece the action together. Anger continued 
to cloud my thinking. What had made Dave change his 
mind? He wanted me to stay away from June: yet what 
was all that jazz about making h a foursome? 

“A flat tire?” St. John piped as he was dealing. 

I gave him a look and he fell silent. 


10 

The rain had stopped by the next morning. Dace awoke 
with the shakes, ^en he finally finished dressing 1 would 
have sworn he bad been d rinking all night, if I did not 
know better. 

I decided it would be wise to ride with him so I left the 
compact at the motel. 

Over breakfast he said, “I don’t know if I can do it, 
Jerry. I (fldn't sleep an hour last night.” He rubbed a hand 
over bis face. 
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*^You*ie doing fine/’ I lied, 

“Don’t give me that, I look like hell and I know it, I feel 
like a watch with its spring wound too tight.” 

“The first few days will be the hardest/’ I said with a 
show of concern, 

“One drink wouldn’t hurt/’ 

“Drink another cup of coffee,” 

He took his hand from his face and rubbed it over his 
chin. “Watkins was right/’ he said suddenly, an 
alcoholic.” 

“He wasn’t/’ I said sharply. “Even if he was, it wouldn’t 
be hopeless. Thousands have come through it,” 

The cup rattled in his hand and he had to put it down. 
There was a bewildered* wild look about him. He waited 
a minute, then picked up the cup again, using both hands. 
He gave me a weak grin, “FU make it,” he said firmly. “FIl 
make it if it kills me,” 

We finished breakfast in sUence, I tried to keep my eyes 
away from his shaking hands. I paid the bill and we 
went out and got in the car. It was eight-thirty when we 
arrived at the plant. 

Dace and I both noticed it at the same time—the groups 
of men standing around outside the chain-wre fence, 
“What in hell’s going on?" Dace asked, turning the 
wheels into the parking stall outside the fence, 

“A strike,” I heard myself say, “They’ve caUed a strike!” 
An odd assortment of humanity was mi l l i ng around. 
No placards on sticks, only a dark restlessness, as the 
men clustered or slowly shifted. Violent faces, sullen 
faces, passive faces. And a lot of calm, intelligent faces. 
It was chiUing and depressing. A strike can paralyze a 
community as well as a company and an industry, 

I got out and stood beside the car. Dace came around 
from the back of it and joined me. 

There was a lot of activity going on up in the vicinity 
of the main office. I estimated four hundred men standing 
outside the gate. Near the main entrance a dozen men ap¬ 
peared to be waiting to halt anyone attempting to enter. 
“What about it?” Dace asked. “Do we get in?” 
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“Let’s g^ve it a try,” I said, thinking of Mason’s order 
and what a strike would do to it and to MasoQp 

The spokesman at the entrance was a firm but mild¬ 
voiced man in his fifties. He was wearing a leather jacket 
and denims. 

“Sony,” he said. -This plant is closed for a while.” 

The other men with him began to make a circle around 
us. 

“My name is Garrison,” I said. “I’m one of your sales¬ 
men, rd like to go in and make a few phone calls, check 
some of the orders. It won’t be breaking your lines.” 

A guy behind me said, “To hell with iat. No one gets 
inside, not as long as Vm here.” 

The man in front of me seemed undecided. 

“What’s it all about?” I asked. 

“They fired a machine operator,” the one behind me 
snarled. “He smoked an extra cigarette and they fired 
him.” 

“That doesn’t seem reasonable,” Dace said. 

“It sure as hell ain’t,” someone chimed in. 

I tried to calculate the number of dollars bemg lost. It 
was an expensive smoke, no matter how you looked at. 
Both sides were paying the bill. 

More men were coming to join those with us, I noticed. 

The man wearing the leather jacked shifted his weight 
from one foot to the other. “Will you stay in the ofi5ce if 
we let you in?” 

“Sure,” Dace said. 

“You can’t let them in. Chuck,” a newcomer arped. 
“We’ve let four men in there, already. Why should we 
let them pile everybody in the act?” 

‘These are salesmen,” the man in the leather jacket 
answered patiently. “They won’t try to run machinery, I 
don’t think they w01 have anything to do with the decision 
that’s being made in there.” He gave us a smile. “Go on 
in. Just don’t do anything that will make anyone mad. 
We want to get back in there and go to work, too.” 

A few men booed as we walked through the gates. 

Reason was still in force now, but if the walkout dragged 
on it could blossom into something more troublesome. 
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We went to FranWyn’s office because that seemed the 
logical place to congregate. 

They were standing by the window^ watching the gate 
from that point—St. John, Daniels, Miller, Franklyn 
and the secretary. Donna was sitting on a chair behind 
Franklyn’s desk, talking on tiie phone. She was the first to 
notice us, although the others must have seen us come 
through the gate. She waved. 

His back to us, Franklyn spoke to the others, saying, 
‘"Stupid fools. They never had it so good and now they’re 
cutting off the hand that feeds them.*’ 

He turned then, as though sensing us in the room. 

His face was pale and drawn. He was a frightened man. 
"Did they say anything when you came through the gate?’^ 

"Nothing important,” Dace answered. 

“Stupid fools,” Franklyn repeated. "Don’t know when 
they’re well off. All tMs agitation because of one man*” 

It seemed St. John, as pale as Franklyn, wanted to say 
something, but Franklyn started up again. 

"They’re meeting in the main office now, trying to 
settle it. How important is a smoke?” 

"I don’t know,” I said, since no one else answered. 

The secretary said, "Shall I contact any of our buyers 
who are expecting delivery?” 

"Wait a while,” Franklyn answered. "FIl find out what 
Watkins wants to do and let you know.”, 

St. John looked like he wanted to cry. 

"How bad is it?” I asked. "Was the guy really in the 
wrong?” 

"Of course he was,” Frankl)m snapped. “A smoke in 
the morning and another one in the afternoon. That’s 
enough for the men.” 

Donna’s head came up, but she continued to hold on to 
the phone. 

"Dumb bastards.” St. John finally got a word in. “All of 
them. Imagine a thousand men being stupid enough to 
risk their jobs for one man.” 

"They must believe tiiere is more to it,” I said. 

“You would say that,” he shot back. He looked at 
Franklyn tor confimation. Franklyn nodded, and St. John 
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went on, “It’s a wonder you aren’t out there with them, 
Jerry/’ 

Franklyn got another cigarette going from the stub in 
his hand. He dropped the stub on the floor and twisted his 
heel on it “This will put Mason’s order back. She’s calling 
him now but he isn’t in the office yet,” 

“Maybe it will be settled in a few hours,” Dace said, 
“What the hell^—a smoke!” 

“A smoke’s important,” Franklyn said, “Ten minutes 
in the morning, ten in the afternoon. Add it up for a year, 
multiply it by a thousand and the total comes out a fat 
buck.” 

We continued our vigil for the better part of an hour. 
Donna gave up on her effort to reach Mason, She re¬ 
mained silent, watching the men in the room and outside 
the. gate. It was all a new experience for her; she was get¬ 
ting an education in a hurry. 

By ten-thirty Franklyn was a wreck. He was standing 
on a mass of crushed cigarettes. When the secretary came 
in to tell him coffee was being served in the next office, 
he almost jumped out of his skin. 

“I’d fire them all!” he shouted at her unexpectedly. 
“Every damned one of them.” She blanched and tailed 
it out of the room. 

The idea of coffee appealed to me, I motioned to Donna 
and we walked out of the office together. 

She was wearing a suit-dress affair that would have 
made Mason beam with pride, 

“As your first taste of big business,” I remarked once 
we were in the hall, “how do you like it?” 

“I don’t,” she said. “I didn’t realize some things about 
it. Mr. Mason is like a father to us. Your Franklyn acts as 
if he hates everybody, including himself.” 

“You should have been here last year,” I said. She 
looked up at me blankly and I just griimed. 

We joined the crowd waiting for coffee. I noticed 
Watkins over in a comer. He nodded at me. 

As we waited, I tried to catch the drift of conversations 
reaching my ears. By the time I was putting sugar in 
my paper cup, I understood that the worker had been tak- 
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ing an illegal break and had been caught by a new mem¬ 
ber of management. The firing had taken place on the 
spot. The union’s argument was that they should have been 
called in and the problem discussed before any drastic 
action was taken. A week's layoff without pay was pen¬ 
alty enough for such an infraction. 

“You haven’t mentioned Harold,” Donna said casually 
as she sipped her coffee. 

“Was I supposed to?” 

“Now is a good time for a lecture,” she said thought¬ 
fully. 

“To hell with Harold,” I said. “I hope you get married 
and raise a dozen kids.” 

Her eyes danced all over me, but she did not say any¬ 
thing more. We walked over to a section of the general 
office that was less crowded. I had the damnedest urge to 
kiss her right then. It was the wildest, oddest feeling and 
I suddenly thought I heard the Brubeck sax man 

“What’s the matter?” she asked, looking directly into 
my face. 

I shook my head. 

I listened. Damn it, she was wiredl Definitely I could 
hear Brubeck—could feel I was back to the night in the 
motel, with the record player sounding off in the back¬ 
ground, and the petite body pressing against minft 

I leaned down and kissed her. Some ctf her coffee spilled. 

Her eyes widened. “Jerryl” 

I twisted my head, trying to pick up the music. Then I 
saw it, the transistor h anging from ffie shoulder of one 
of the secretaries. Very faintly, a saxaphone was playing 
Black Magic. 

I shuddered. It was black magic. 

“You shouldn’t have done that,” she said. “Not in front 
of all these people.” 

If she had known what I had wanted to do in front of 
all those people she would not have taken it so lightly. 
As it was, she continued to sip coffee and occasionally 
look at me in a shocked way. 

Dace joined us and I wanted to give him his walking 
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papers, but he was on business and there was nothing I 
could do about it. 

“Franklyn wants Donna in the office, if I can break you 
two apart. He had Mason on the phone. The guy is raising 
hell.” 

Donna handed me her half-empty cup and walked 
briskly away. Dace did not miss one bounce of her 
buttocks and neither did I. 

“That’s something,” he breathed hotly. “She’s so tiny 
you could almost pick her up in your hands and—” 

“Knock it off,” I said. “You’ve got an evO mind.” 

“You haven’t thou^t of it?” 

“I don’t want you thin k in g of it,” I said stiffly, I still 
could not get that music out of my mind. 

“She’s walking into the den,” Dace said. “You should 
catch Franklyn’s act in there. Watkins is leaving it up to 
Franklyn whether to contact our customers or not. He’s 
going nuts trying to make up his mind. If the strike isn’t 
settled in another hour, he will run in there and torpedo 
the negotiations. Mark my words.” 

The decision about what to do about the walkout was 
being made in the plant manager’s office at the other end 
of the main hallway. Franklyn’s big sweat was a drop 
compared to the perspiration pouring out down there, 

“TTiis situation isn’t good,” Dace said. “I enjoy seeing 
Franklyn on a griddle, but if the customers think this will 
continue they could jump elsewhere.” 

“Mason will be in a hole, that’s for sure. This could 
break him, too. I’d better go in and have a talk.” 

“I’ll stay here,” Dace answered. “My nerves aren’t 
good and watching Franklyn gives me the creeps.” 

There was a slight twitch in the comer of his mouth. 
Going without a drink was killin g him. “I won’t be long,” 
I said. “Hold the fort.” 

“Sure,” he said. “And you let me know bow things 
are going at the pass.” 

I walked rapidly down the hall and turned into Frank¬ 
lyn’s office. The man was glued to the desk, the phone 
receiver tacked to this ear, Donna gave me a sign, pointed 
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feverishly with her finger at the phone and shook her 
head, 

Franklyn was breaking. When he saw me, he said, 
“Garrison’s here. Why don't you talk to him?” He thrust 
the phone at me without waiting for a reply &om the 
other end. “Mason,” he mouthed silently. 

I took the phone. 

“Dudley. How’s things?” 

“What in hell is going on up there, Jerry? I can’t 
make any sense out of Franklyn’s gobble. Am I getting 
the material, or do I go elsewhere?” 

“We need a day,” I said. “If things don't strai^ten up 
by tomorrow, weTl have to come up with something. We 
can partial-ship another ten thousand yards as soon as the 
coast is clear. It’s aU finished. And ten thousand was 
shipped yesterday.” I was te lling a fat lie. 

“It was? How come Dotma didn’t mention that?” 

Donna tried to grab the receiver from my hand, but I 
pushed her away, “She probably didn’t see the shipping 
tally. Don’t worry, you’ll have enough to keep your order 
moving.” 

Mason sighed. “I hope so. I stand to lose plenty if you 
don’t come through. I trust you, Jerry. Anyone but you 
and I would cancel now. But—if you say so. I’ll wait.” 

“Hang on,” I said. “I won’t let you down.” 

After I put the phone down, a frozen-faced Donna 
heckled me. “There was no shipment. Not a single yard 
has gone out” 

“You missed it,” I lied again. 

She looked at Franklyn. “Did I?” 

“You did,” Franklyn said too quickly, 

“You cheats,” she said to Franklyn. “You tmserable 
cheats. You would let him go down just to hang on to an 
order you can’t deliver!” She turned to me. “I never 
thought you would do that You’re as bad as the test of 
them.” 

Franklyn cut in. “It’s Garrison’s job.” 

“Shut up,” I said roughly. “It isn’t my job. I don't get 
paid to lie. I was thinking of Mason. By the time he 
places an order elsewhere, tomorrow will have come and 
gone. There’s still a chance we can ship yardage today. 
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If we can, he’ll be only one day late. We can work over¬ 
time to get out the rest of the shipment. If the strike h 
still on tomorrow, the ten thousand we send him won’t 
mean a thing anyway. Competition can’t match it and he 
can’t use it. This way he’ll rest easy for a while. If it 
doesn’t break right for us by tomorrow, we’ll tell him." 

“We will like hell,’’ Franklyn snapped. 

Donna was already at the door. “If you don’t, I will,” 
I said over my shoulder to Franklyn, and hurried after 
Donna. 

I managed to catch her before she stepped outside the 
building. 

“I want you to understand,” I said, taking her by the 
arm. “I’m thinking of Mason as much as you are." 

Her eyes were pools of ice. “You have until tomorrow 
morning,” she said. “Not one second longer.” 

“Don’t you believe me?" 

“Dudley Mason believes you, isn’t that enough?” 

“It’s important that you do, too,” I said. 

“You’ve sold me on one thing,” she said. “Until five 
minutes ago I believed Harold could hold his own in the 
big league. You were telling the truth about that, anyway. 
Harold would be chewed up, as you once put it, in no time 
at all. This office is a wild-animal cage.” She looked 
down at my hand and I released her arm. 

I made no attempt to follow her and after the door 
leading to the street closed, I went back to the office. 
There I watched Franklyn gradually come apart at the 
seams. 



Watkins came in just before lunch and announced there 
had been no settlement as yet, He also wanted to know 
whether Franklyn had made any calls to customers. 

"No, not yet," Franklyn said, a crack in his voice. 
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“If I call and this is over in an hour. I’ll have aTarmp^t 
the customers for nothing. 

As soon as he said it I realized that the logic I had 
used on Mason held true with all but a few customers 
and that Franklyn was now applying it. One day lost in 
shipment would not be that crucial to the majority of 
them. It came to me that Watkins knew this, too. 

Strangely, Watkins seemed to be enjoying the situation, 
as tbou^ he wanted Franklyn to sweat. If a mia tgiry were 
made, a head might roll, I could not understand why 
Watkins would be pulling such a stunt until I remembered 
Ethel Franklyn and the manner in which Ed had landed 
in his position. Watkins was probably tired of paying over 
and over for the occasional use of Ethel. Watkins was no 
fooL He had to know Franklyn was not the man for the 
job. Yet there was not much to be done about it until 
Franklyn made a major mistake. Only then would sen¬ 
tence be passed by higher authority. Only that would 
keep Ethel off Watkin’s neck. 

Around three o’clock Franklyn hit the panic button. 
Suddenly he stood as stiff as a ramrod and yelled for the 
secretary. When she came running in, he said, “Connect 
me with the switchboard. Have one line open for me at 
all times." Then he began rattling off the names of cus¬ 
tomers he was going to call. St. John gave me a look, but 
kept his mouth shut. 

It would have been so simple for me to stand there and 
watch Franklyn cut his own throat, but I heard myself 
saying, “Why don’t you wait until tomorrow?’’ 

“Shut up, Garrison,” he said. "All of you get out. I have 
to keep a clear head. I have to say it right when I say it, 
and I can’t with you people standing around.” 

St. John opened his mouth, then closed it without 
voicing an objection. A perfect team man. 

“Don’t be a fool, Ed,” I said. “You can lose a dozen 
orders.” 

Franklyn glared at me. St. John seemed to sneer. I 
said to hell with it and walked out. 

I looked for Dace, but could not find him. I made my 
way to a window and saw that his car was still parked 
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outside the fence. While I stood there a large oil-supply 
truck drove up. The driver got out of the cab and talked 
with the leader of the striking men. A few minutes later 
the driver climb^ back in the cab and turned the rig 
around and drove away. 

Some of the casual fatalism of the men outside the 
gate was fading. It had been a long day and they were 
growing tired and irritable. There were more angry faces 
now; there was a lot more talk. There would be no en¬ 
tering the gate tomorrow, I figured. 

The sky had lost its color and a slight wind was blow¬ 
ing from the west, bringing a drizzle with it 

By four o’clock the rain was pouring down, beating 
noisly against the window. 

The knots of men outside had broken up, the strikers 
taking positions in the cars which ranged in a line along 
the fence. Dressed in raincoats and hats, a few men con¬ 
tinued to patrol the gate. 

I had found a secluded spot on the second floor where 
I could keep away from Franldyn and all he represented. 
His deterioration was sickening. Having to answer to such 
a man was degrading. Only the thought of Dace stepping 
into the slot kept me from going downstmrs and telling 
Franklyn what he could do with the job. At least from 
Dace you could expect a man’s kind of action. 

I was still standing by the window when the war- 
whoop went up outside. The men began climbing out of 
the cars and started milling around the main gate despite 
the rain One man was the center of attention and after 
he said something—^which I, of course, could not hear-— 
another loud yell went crashing fliroug^ the air. You did 
not need a crystal ball to Imow what had happened. 

I ran downstairs and found a large crowd in the hall¬ 
way. A few union officials were talking with members 
of management. 

Mark Daniels took my arm. “The employee was re- 
hired, but with a week’s layoff without pay. Franklyn 
is busting his buttons.” 

“Are they going back to work now?” 

“I suppose so,” he said, viewing his watch. “It’s almost 
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six o clock. The machines could be rumiing in a couole 
of hours.” ^ 

“What’s bothering Franklyn?” I asked. 

Mark laughed and answered, “He contacted a folder- 
nm of customers. Now he’s wondering how he can call 
them back to tell them the heat is off and we’re rolling 
^ain. Most of the offices will be closed until Monday 
He’ll be lucky if he catches three or four.” 

That was Franklyn’s problem. Mine was the Mason 
order. If the machines were turned on there was a chance 
we could get out a rush shipment out in the morning. It 
would mean overtime, but it would be worth it. 

The plant manager, Watldns, Dave Webber and a un¬ 
ion official were standing together outside the office at the 
far end of the hallway. I took a deep breath and stepped 
toward them. What I had in mind to do Involved by¬ 
passing Franklyn, but there was no time for his kind of 
hesitation. 

Watkins recognized me when there was a lull in the 
conversation. “What is it, Jerry?” 

‘ The Mason order,” I said. “I want to get some yards 
out tonight.” 

Watkins let his eyes drift around the circle of men. 
“Have you talked with Franklyn?” 

"A partial crew working tonight in the shipping room 
could bale ten thousand yards,” I said, ignoring his ques¬ 
tion about Franklyn, “Another ten thousand yards could 
be ready to go in the morning if they get a final coat 
tonight.” 

“It would mean overtime,” the plant manager said. 
“There is no one in Shipping on the last two shifts. There 
is no pick-up on Saturday, unless we give notice a day 
in advance.” 

‘TU arrange for the trucks to haul it to file railroad 
if someone will give me the okay to have the men come 
in to do the baling. Til stay over to see that it’s done.” 

Respect and doubt grew in Watkins’ eyes. He wanted 
this to go through the chain of conunand, but he also 
wanted to see the order shipped, “Could we get the men?” 
he asked the union official. 
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“I imagine so,” the man answered. “They lost money 
today. This will give them a chance to m^e it up. I’ll 
line up a crew for you.” 

“That’s it,” Watkins said to me. ‘Tfou can run your 
little show, but be sure and cover Ed on what you’re do¬ 
ing.” 

That part of it I did not care for. I would rather have 
avoided talking to Franklyn. “Sure,” I said, “as soon as I 
make arrangements for the transportation.” 

The nearest phone was in Franklyn’s office. I walked 
past it and on into the room reserved for conferences. 

I dug through the yellow pages of the directory until I 
located the trucking concerns. On the third try I got a 
promise of two trucks to leave for New York City at 
seven in the morning. 

Franklyn was going crazy on the phone when I went 
in to tell him about my talk with Watkins. His hair was 
mussed and his ashtray was spilling over. “What do you 
want?" he growled. 

“I’ll be in the plant most of the night,” I said. “Wat¬ 
kins gave permission to bring in overtime help for the 
Mason order. Two trucks will pick up the shipment the 
first thing in the morning.” 

“What trucks?” 

“Allied,” I said. 

He pounded a fist on the top of the desk. “We have ex¬ 
tracts for such movements. You had no business getting 
an outsider.” 

“I tried World-Wide. They won’t have anything availa¬ 
ble until ten tomorrow. That will be too late. I want this 
stuff in New York City by then.” 

“You want!” he screamed, rearing to his feet. “Who in 
hell are you to want? I pve the orders here. You’ve 
overstepped yourself, Garrison. You call that company 
and cancel the trucks. We wait for World-Wide, God 
damn it, that’s the way it’s going to be." 

“If you want it canceled, cah Allied yourself.” I spun 
on my heels and walked out. The stupid bastard. The 
book again. It had to be by the book or it was no got^. 
Mark Daniels was standing in the hallway. I told him 
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to get hold of Dace and tell him not to wait for me since 
I was working overtime and would get a taxi back to the 
motel. Then I went over to the shipping section and 
waited until the crews began to come in. After spending 
fifteen minutes telling them which bales were to be 
packed, I wandered over to the last-stage coating ma¬ 
chines and nailed the foreman. I told him the Mason 
order was to be first in the machines and I wanted ten 
thousand yards in shipping by six in the morning—or 
somebody’s butt would bum. With a grin he assured me it 
would not be his, because the yards would be there. 

Midmght came and I had gone through a pack of cig¬ 
arettes. By one o’clock I knew we were going to make it. 
Most of the yardage from shipping was waiting now on the 
ramp for the morning pick-up. Three bales had already 
arrived in shipping from coating. 

I was dead tired when I finally walked out to the 
^ard s shanty to call a taxj. It was two o’clock and rain¬ 
ing to beat hell. 

The guard was sitting with his feet up on the desk. A 
check-clock with a leather cover and sporting a long strap 
rested on top of the desk. 

“Hello,” he said. “You Garrison?” 

“That’s right.” I was all out of cigarettes and I asked 
him for one. 

As he pulled a pack out of his pocket, he said, “The 
car is waiting for you outside. It’s been there since ten.” 

Getting a light, I leaned over and glanced through the 
window. A red beetle with whitewalls was parked near 
the fence. I thanked the guard and went out in the rain, 

I opened the door cut in the side of the beetle and sat 
down beside June. 

“I thought you would never come,” she said, hitting the 
starter and releasing the brake. “Thirty minutes more and 
I would have gone home.” 

“How did you know I was in there?” I asked, drawing 
heavily on the cigarette. 

Dave mentioned it. He was at the big meeting this 
afternoon. He heard you ask to work over.” She twisted 
her head. “Very noble of you.” 
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“I thought so,*’ I said, not gviiig a dams. 

“So did Watkins. He was impressed." 

I leaned my head back on the leather seat. My legs got 
caught beneath the dash. “How nice.” „ .. , 

“Dave says it takes a lot to impress Watkins. Evidently 
you have him under your thumb. Watkins talked a lot 
about you to the plant manner after you left. ^ 

“That and a quarter will get me a cup of coffee. 

“I’m serious. It could mean something.” 

I lifted my head from the back of the cramped seat. 
“What was Dave doing at the meeting? He handles pat¬ 
ents, not union-management debates.” 

“He’s more than a patent attorney,” she said lazily. 
“He is up on labor laws.” 

‘How about brutality laws?” 

The motor roared as he gunned “That s why Fm 
here. You saw him again, didn’t you?” 

I knocked ashes from the cigarette into the tray stuck 
to the dash with a suction cap. “This isn’t the way to me 
motel,” I said. “You’re heading toward Lake Indian. Are 
you inviting another beating?” 

“Light me a cigarette, Jerry.” ^ 

“Fresh out,” I said. “The guard gave me this one. 

“In my purse.” 

The purse was resting between the bucket seats. 1 
opened it and took out the pack. She placed a cigarette be¬ 
tween her lips and I fingered the lighter. 

The perfume she was wearing behind her ears proba¬ 
bly cost fifty bucks an ounce. 

"Are we going to the cabin?” 

She inhaled and I closed the lighter. “Don’t you want 

to?” she asked. „ 

“Frankly, I’m a little tired. It’s been a long day. 

The wheel twisted and we were heading out the lake 
road. Ten minutes later the cabin came into view and she 
turned in beside it. The headlights bore a hole through 
the darkness, showing the outline of the lake shore until 
she snapped the switch and we were in total darkness. 

“You don’t seem too worried about Dave,” I said. “He 
found out about us before. How?” 
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“The ligjits,” she answered, reaching for the door han¬ 
dle- “He saw them from across the lake." 

“But can’t he see them tonight?” 

“I doubt it. The rain. Besides,” she said before sliding 

her tnm legs out, “he’s in bed^—coming down with a 
cold.” 

I got out Driven by the wind coming in from the lake 
the rain beat against my face. I pulled my suitcoat collar 
up around my neck and sprinted after June for the porch. 
After we got there, we stood brushing the water from 
our clothes. 

“Damn it,” she said suddenly. “My purse is on the 
seat We’ll need cigarettes." 

I went out in the rain again. When I returned, the 
lights were on and she was making a drink at the portable 
bar. 

“This will warm you,” she said. She handed me a glass. 
The whiskey did hit the spot. I put it away with one 
long draw, then put down the glass. 

“All tight," I said. “Here we are. What is it you want 
to talk about?” 

She removed the plastic cover from her head and fluffed 
the midnight-dark hair until it was loose. “You promised 
you wouldn’t see him again," she said. “Why did you?” 

I watched her closely. “He saw me. I knocked him on 
his ass." 

“I caught hell because of that,” she said. 

“I’ll bet you did. Any more scars?” 

She gave me a Hollywood smile. “Why don’t you find 

out?” 

“I intend to,” I said. 

For a second a cloud passed over the twinkle in her 
eyes. Then she took off the raincoat and threw it over 
the back of a chair. 

The dress was summer yellow with a deep V front and 
back. Her breasts were pushing out against the cloth and 
the cloth was getting even by squeezing the hell out of her 
waist. 

‘Take off the dress,” I said. 
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She blinked, then grinned. “Can't we fintsh the drinks 
first?” 

“I’m tired,” I said. “I want to get at it.” 

She blinked again, finSed her hair because she did not 
know what else to do. “That’s crude. You’re never crude.” 

“Tonight I am,” I said. “I want to see those scars.” 

Alarm brought wrinkles to her smooth forehead. She 
turned to walk back to the bar. 

“Get those damned clothes off,” I said. “You were in 
a sweat to get me here—^now I’m the one in a hurry.” 

“Jerry—” 

“You heard me. Strip.” 

My tone of voice decided the matter for her. She 
reached behind her back and unhooked the snap, then 
ran the zipper down to the stop behind her buttoclu. She 
slid the dress down over her ^ps and stepped out of it 
“You’re killing aU the romance,” she said. 

“Quit stalling.” 

The bra came away, exposing her breasts. She eased 
the elastic of her silk panties down over her round hips. 
Finally she stood there stark naked except for the stock¬ 
ings climbing her tapered legs. 

“All right,” she said. ‘Take a good look.” 

I walked over to her. I touched one of the spots on her 
stomach. The bruise was new. It was the only new one. 

“He did this?” 

“Yes.” Her eyes fastened onto mine. 

“You’re a liar. He never touched you. You always 
bruised easily. Tender skin, you used to call it—if I re¬ 
member right.” 

“Jerry!” 

“Don’t Jerry me. Dave told me he never touched you. 
He was half-crocked, but I believe him. You did that to 
yourself. What were you trying to prove?” 

“I didn’t,” she said quickly, a little too quickly. "Dave 
did it. You have to believe me. If you hadn’t gone to him, 
it never would have happened.” 

“Don’t give me that," I said. “You just wanted me to 
keep away from Dave—^period,” 

“That’s a lie.” 
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“No Ue,” I said. “A fact.” I took her arms between 
my hands and squeezed. “Tell me, beautiful June. Why 
the big act? I wasn’t supposed to speak to Dave because 
you didn’t want him to know you were seeing me, not 
because you were afraid he would beat you. So why lie 
to me about the beatings in the first place?” 

Her red lips trembled slightly but she never let her 
eyes leave mine. “All right,” she said, shaking loose from 
my grip. “He never touched me. I wanted to see you 
again. I knew a few marks would get to you. You always 
did have a soft spot for a defenseless woman. It seemed 
a good idea.” 

“You never wanted me back.” 

“I wanted Dave to keep his position.” 

I stepped away from her, not understanding. 

“There was a possibility you might be chosen sales 
coordinator. He and Franklyn get along fine. I know how 
you feel about Franklyn. I felt that if you got the posi¬ 
tion, you mi gh t clean house. I didn’t want Dave to fall.” 

“But the bruises?” 

“I wanted to keep you interested in me. If you got to 
where you wanted to unload Dave, I thought I might be 
able to persuade you to keep him on. You were rotten 
when the divorce came through. It was the only way I 
knew to get close to you again—appealing to your sense 
of horror." She had ^e guts to laugh then. 

My hand was shaking when I picked up her purse and 
Ut another cigarette. Sucker. I had been suckered again. 

“Dace is the man to take care of your problems,” I 
managed to say. “He’s the one moving up, not me. 
Surely you knew Dace was in?" 

“I told you.” She peered at me, not sure of how I was 
taking it. “Watkins is impressed with you. Dave was close 
enough to hear some of the remarks that were made. 
You could become important overnight." 

“So what?” 

“Dave hasn’t been doing too well lately. Mistakes keep 
cropping up. He’s worried.” 

“Dave doesn’t come under sales,” I said sharply. 
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**What in hell does that have to do with my stepping 
in or not?” 

‘Tranklyn gave Dave the lowdown. Sales coordinator 
will be a step slightly higher than the position Franklyn 
holds. Dave is upset because he diinks the new man might 
make a mountain out of small things. And it's possible, 
since one patent was worded ambiguously. FrankJyo cov¬ 
ered for it. Research worked with it, in addition to Dave 
and Franklyn. I suppose someone else is being protected, 
too.” 

‘*A nice team,” I said bitterly, 

“Dave stole your wife—and fought you with his 
fists,” she went on. “If you were in the right position, 
you would try to force him out. We wanted to protect 
ourselves.” 

I stared at her. “Dave knows you’re here?” 

“I was supposed to have a talk with you.” 

I laughed. “Don't give me that. He knows what would 
happen if we were alone. The other night he was eating 
his heart out because I touched you. Now he sends you 
out to sleep with me because there’s a chance it might 
protect his job. Am I supposed to buy that?” 

She stuck out her lovely chin. “You make it sound 
crude.” 

“It is crude,” I said. 

You can stand just so much of a naked woman a foot 
from you, especially if she is beautiful and you once 
loved her. The line where the top of her stockings stopped 
kept tugging at my eyes, I could feel the fires growing 
in my stomach. 

“Let me get this straight,” I said. “You were only tak¬ 
ing out an insurance policy the first time you went out 
with me. You were playing it cozy.” 

“I wanted to be with you.” 

“But pave caught on and raised hell. He didn’t want 
me making love to his wife, It*s different now. You’re 
the olive branch for Caesar, It’s perfectly aU right for 
you to sleep with me occasionally, if 1 promise not to 
step on him in the future. Isn’t diat right?” 

Her eyes dropped. 
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“It makes no difierence that Dace is stepping in. This 
is an old-age pension in case I should suddenly become 
popular.” 

“Dave didn’t fight with Dace,” she answered weakly. 

I settled my eyes on her proud breasts. “You can tell 
him he has a deal,” I said. “I bang his wife. If I get the 
position, he can hold his. Those are the terms.” 

“Jerry.” Her eyes lifted. 

“One thing,” I said. “Make it good. Make it damn 
good. If it isn’t good, all bets are off. I’m tired, too tired 
for preliminaries. Don’t waste time, don’t miss a trick. 
Dave is a big man and the performance will have to 
match the value of the position he wants to keep.” 

I walked toward her. 

“Please, Jerry,” she whispered. “Don’t hurt me.” 

I picked her up in my arms. “No more than you’ve hurt 
me,” I said. “Now make it good, damn it—” 



It was four in the morning when I got out of her car in 
front of the motel. It was still raining. I slammed the door. 
She slid over to ffie window and rolled it down. 

“You won’t go back on your word, Jerry?” 

I gave her a look. I wanted to drag her out of the car and 
push her in the mud where she belonged. “Tell Dave he can 
sleep easy now,” I said. “I got my money’s wortii. If he 
asks about the bruises, tell him I put them there. If they 
annoy him. I’ll be waiting.” 

Without closing the window, she moved back behind the 
steering wheel and the beetle groaned as she gunned it. I 
stood there watching it roar off into the night. She had 
been on the block for nothing, No matter what she and 
Dave thought, I was third on the list after Dace and St. 
John. 
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I closed the motel door against the night and the rain, 
I stood in the darkness, with National caught in my throat 
like a kind of sickness. A dozen names whirled in my 
brain and each of them was enough to turn my stomach* 

I found cigarettes in my suitcase without turning on 
the lights* I forced thoughts of Mason’s order into my mind. 
Mason’s order came first, I told myself* Then they could 
take National and all that went with it and stick it* 

In bed I couldn’t sleep* I rolled and tossed and sat up 
and smoked cigarettes until my throat was raw. Dace 
snored and I waited for the damp dawn to make its ap¬ 
pearance. Finally a wet gray tilled the window and I got 
up. I dressed quickly and went out to the compact* 

I found a diner that was open, ordered scrambled eggs 
and bacon. I stalled there until seven o’clock, then I drove 
to the plant and parked. There were no trucks there* No 
Allied. No World-Wide. 

The bales were waiting on the loading platform. Men 
were packing new yardage* The foreman spotted me and 
ambled over to where I was standing. 

*T thou^t this was a hot item* The men busted their 
tails last night, and there it sits.” 

“Allied was supposed to pick it up at seven,” I said, 
thinking of Frank iyn and what he might have done. 

*'Same old crap,” the foreman said wearily. “Wolf, al¬ 
ways wolf* Vm getting so I don’t give a damn if stuff is put 
up or not.” 

“There has been a mistake,” I said* “Don’t stop now* 
I’ll have trucks here by the time you’re finished.” 

He grunted and walked away, as if tired of hearing the 
same old story. 

I went out to the guard shanty and yanked the phone 
book from its hook. Then I dialed the plant manager’s 
home and the phone rang and rang, but finally the man 
picked up the receiver. 

“This is Jerry Garrison,” I said. “The main office is 
closed and I’m ti 7 ing to locate Watkins*” 

After his sleepy brain got in gear he gave me a number 
to call. “Watkins is staying with friends* It’s early* I 
wouldn’t think he’s awake yet*” 
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I apologized for calling liim from his bed and hung up. 
I dialed the new number and on the third ring Watkins 
hims elf answered. 

“This is Garrison ” I said. “I’m in the shipping room 
with twenty thousand yards to keep me company. There 
are no trucks here to pick it up.” 

“What am I supposed to do about it, Jerry?” he asked 
none too cordially. “I thought you were taking care of it.” 

“I was,” I said. “But Franklyn got in the act and can¬ 
celed the trucks I ordered. He insisted on World-Wide be¬ 
cause it does most of our hauling. They can’t get here 
until after ten. I have to have this stuff in New York 
by then.” 

He coughed. 

“I just want to let you know that I’m getting Allied. I 
promised this shipment to a customer. He’s going to get it.” 

“Have you talked to Franklyn?” 

“To hell with Franklyn,” I said. “I talked with him last 
night—and because I did there are no trucks here this 
morning.” 

“If you were going to call the trucks, why bother me?” 

I was hoping he would ask me that question. “Because I 
want you to know what an ass you have sitting in that 
office. When he hears that I’ve hired Allied the fan is 
going to get hit hard. This way there will be no excuses, 
from me or from him. I’m doing this thing because it has 
to be done. If you want my Boy Scout badge, speak up. 
If you want this order to sit here, I want you to say so.” 

“We have customers to please,” he said diplomatically. 
“We also have supervisors who are paid to make deci¬ 
sions. Franklyn is your immediate superior. It’s only prop¬ 
er he should be contacted.” 

“You aren’t awake yet, Watkins,” I said. “I made a 
promise on this order, a strong promise. It’s going ouL I’ll 
pay for the damn trucking myself.” I hung up. 

I called Allied. They promised to have the trucks there 
in fifteen minutes. Then I went back to shipping and stood 
watching the rest of the bales being brought to the plat¬ 
form. 
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The trucks arrived on schedule and Franklyn arrived 
ten minutes later. 

“What in hell is going on here? I told you we have 
contracts to handle shipments.” He stood with his hands in 
his pockets* He needed a shave and a tie. “Get this outfit 
out of here. World-Wide wiU be here at ten.” 

“Ten is too late,” 1 said. “X checked train schedules. We 
save twelve hours by gettmg this stuff to the city by ten- 
thirty. Twelve hours is important to Mason.” 

Frankl 3 m glared at me. “You get these trucks out of 
here. I*ni telling you for the last time.” 

I smiled at him. “If you try to run them out, TU 
knock your block off,” 

His mouth dropped five inches. “Insubordination. You 
know what that means.” 

I studied Mm. “Tell me, Franklyn. Why are you trying 
so hard to block this shipment? You can’t be that stupid, 
can you?” 

“I give the orders.” 

“You didn’t bother to check freight connections, did 
you? And you never bothered to check samples to see 
if this matched Mason’s last order. Are you afraid it might 
be off-color again?” 

^"Inspectors pass that material. It isn’t my responsi¬ 
bility.” 

“Inspectors passed the sour shipment, and it went out. 
But relax—I checked the samples, and they match. I 
also think you wanted to see tMs shipment screwed up be¬ 
cause Mason is a friend of mine and you hate me that 
much. Losing his account won’t break this concern, but if 
we hold on to it I’ll have a juicy sales record. You wouldn’t 
be dirty enough to think of that, would you?” 

He hunched his shoulders. “I work for National,” he said 
with a show of determination which was not too con¬ 
vincing. “Your sale is my sale.” 

“Sales coordinator is a nice, cozy position, isn’t it? Too 
bad St. John won’t get it. But you got the drift at the 
party—Browning and Freemont gave you the hint about 
hot salesmen doing best in slots like that. You were forced 
to put Dace in there, but you want St John. If Dace falls 
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on his face, you doa’t want Garrison haunting you. You 
really don’t think Dace can stay away from whiskey long 
enough to sign the first paper. But I’ve got news for you. 
He wiU. m see to it.” 

Franklyn could not speak. He glared at me and hate 
flashed from his eyes. “I could stop those trucks,” he said 
hotly. “I could fire you right now and stop them. Wat¬ 
kins would back me to the Mt.” 

I laughed. “This is big business, Franklyn. Real dog- 
eat-dog every minute of the game. 1 haven’t had the time 
or inclination to get in it before, but don’t think I can’t 
handle it. I’ve learned a lot this week, more than you 
know. I thought I was tough before. I was wrong. I was 
a kid ofi the streets. But I’m tough now, and don’t you 
forget it. I know the rules and the secrets. Give me 
trouble and I’U kick you out of that plush chair of 
yours. Push this truck deal and I’ll make you eat your 
words. I’ll carry a knif e a foot long and when I get 
through cutting you in front of Watkins and the rest of the 
brass, there won’t be enough of you to feed the mice.” 

His mouth had a zipper on it. I had him and he knew it. 
1 could have ordered him to lig^t a cigarette for me and 
be would have done it. He would have hated it, but be 
would have done it. 

“You can keep your little office,” I said. “Don’t get in 
my way. Don’t run in a bad report unless you can back 
it up all the way. Now get out of here and let me alone. I 
have work to do and you’re in the way.” 

He turned around. He looked at die Allied trucks for a 
second, but his feet continued to move. He got in his car 
and drove ofi. 

After the trucks were loaded and wheeling away, I 
walked to the guard shanty and put in a call to Mason. 

“You can relax,” I said when he was on the wire. 
“Twenty thousand yards are on the way. That should 
hold you for a few hours, you old bastard.” 

“Is that a reason for dra gging me out of bed?” he 
chuckled. “The strike is over?” 

“Last night,” I said. “It was a little misunderstanding.” 
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“It didn’t sound little. Donna called me last night. She 
was worried, wanted me to order from Western.” 

“Why didn’t you?” I said. 

“Because I trust you.” He paused, “What’s going on up 
there? Donna was all upset when she called. Something 
about a rat-race and some Harold character.” 

“Haven’t you met Harold?” 

“Never heard of him. But you haven’t done what I told 
you. You’ve been neglecting Donna, She’s been spending 
too much time in that motel room and it’s affecting her, 
I know.” 

“You have a crystal ball?” 

“I have ears. I couldn’t understand half of what she was 
sa)dng. That damn music going so loud,” 

“What music?” 

“How in hell should I know,” he said with a snap. “I 
don’t understand half the crap they’re playing these days. 
It sounded like a saxophone with lemons in it. Who can 
tell, two thousand miles away?” 

“Brubeck?” 

“Who?” 

“Forget it,” I said. “Tm tired and this call is costing 
half the profits on your small order. I’m going home and 
go to bed.” 

“Small order!” 

“Sure it’s small. When I get back down there I’m going 
to sell you three times as much.” 

“The hell you are,” he exploded. “Not unless the color 
is perfect!” 

When I hung up, he was still exploding. I walked out 
and climbed into the compact. Brubeck! 

Dace was getting up as I was taking off my shoes. 

“Just getting in?” 

“I was in last night. Now I’m going to bed.” 

He threw his long legs over the side of his bed and 
ran a hand through his hair. I got rid of my pants and 
shirt and rolled back on the bed. It was a piece of 
heaven. 

“When do you want to get up?” 

“I’ll call you,” I said. 
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“How can you call me if you’re asleep?" 

“Who knows?” I said, “I’ll think of a way.” I closed my 
eyes. 

1 heard his feet pound the floor. “Are you going to 
the party toni^t?” 

“What party?” I asked without opening my eyes. 

“An impromptu. Mark and Bud thought it up. It’s to he 
at the club, in one of the smaller rooms.” 

“St John?” 

“Him too. A pre-celebration on my getting promo¬ 
ted. I tried to talk them out of it, but they wouldn’t listen. 
Around nine.” 

I heard water running. I opened my eyes. “Drinks?” 

His head appeared in the bathroom doorway. “Not for 
me, chum.” He held a hand out in front so 1 could see it 
“No shakes. I guess I’m not an alcoholic after all.” 

I had been thinking of calling Donna. Now I didn’t 
know. “Would it be trouble if I brought someone with 
me?" 

“A dame,” he said loudly. “Only if it’s a dame. Fve 
been locked up in this motel with so many guys so long, 
I’m getting leary of myself. I’m thinkin g of cutting out 
early and going up to the Star Frost to see Mary.” 

“Have you got ffteen bucks?” 

“I’ve got fifty—^for that.” 

I closed my eyes again. I made a mental note to avoid 
going there with Donna, regardless of how much Dace 
pestered. The last sound I heard was the shower going 
full blast. 



Dace woke me at seven o’clock. It was a warm, clear 
night. He was dressed in an Ivy League with a white shirt 
and a dark-green tie that matched the suit. 
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“I thought you said it was impromptu,” I said, with lath¬ 
er on my face. 

“Got to look pretty for Mary,” he said. 

“Nuts.” I ran the razor down my chin. “You could go 
wearing nothing but fifteen bucks and you’d look beautiful 
to her.” 

He laughed and finished tucking a white handkerchief 
into his breast pocket. 

“What about your dame? Are you set?" 

“I have to call her." 

“Then you won’t be riding with me?” 

“I’m getting a little tired of boys, too,” I said. 

He shoved a wallet in his back pocket and straightened 
the tie once more. “1 think I’ll ride around for a while, 
get the air.” 

“No drinks,” I said, watching him as I toweled my 
face. 

He shook his head. “I can take it or leave it. I found that 
out. But I’ll play it safe. No drinks.” He walked to the 
door, “See you.” 

1 finished dressing, then I called Donna. Her voice was 
cool and crisp when she answered. 

“You were lucky,” she said. "The strike was a short 
one.” 

“I would have carried that material to Oklahotaa.” 

“I talked to Mr. Mason,” she said. “What has he been 
telling you?” 

“Nothing. Absolutely nothing.” I strained my ears, try¬ 
ing to detect music. There was none. “There’s a par^ to¬ 
night, informal. Would you care to go with me?” 

“Mr. Mason has been talking to you?” 

“Damn it,” I said. “He has no thin g to do with this. The 
party is for Dace, at the country club. There’ll be dancin g. 
If you don’t want to go, say so.” 

Her voice still contained a few ice chips. “I’ll go,” she 
said. “About ten.” 

“The party is at nine.” 

“I can’t be dressed before ten. If you don’t want me to 
go, say so.” 

I took the phone from my ear, conjuring a mental vi- 
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sion of her body. It was so tiny. Why in hell should it 
take women so long to put clothes on and so little time to 
take them oS? 

“Nine-thirty,” I said. 

‘Ten.” 

“Nine—^fifty-five. Be ready,” 

She made a small sound in the phone. “Don’t you get 
here a second before ten.” 

I bung up, grinning to myself. 

It took me five minutes in the compact to find a bar 
that served good Scotch. I stayed there until nine. Then I 
drove out to the Rainbow Motel and knocked on her door. 
It was exactly ten, because I had lingered in the car to 
make it exactly ten. 

She was wearing a tan dress with a matching bolero. A 
teal sash hung at the side, exactly the same color as the 
top portion of her dress. Long teal gloves encased her 
hands. She was breathtaking. 

“What took you so long?" she asked, touching her hair 
with a gloved finger. “I was ready at nine.” 

The outside lamp gave off a light which reflected on the 
red of her lips, making them appear moist. 

“One for road,” I said. I leaned down and kissed 
those moist lips. 

She held on to me, one hand on each arm. The session 
was brief because I made it that way, but my arms were 
burning when she released them. 

With high heels, she just about made it to my shoul¬ 
ders. In a massed crowd you would not have seen her. 
But alone, you wouldn’t have failed to notice her if you 
were standing a half-mile away. 

The light was holding her face tenderly. “Know some¬ 
thing?” 1 asked, looking down at her. 

She shook her head, gazing up at me. 

“You’re beautiful, and I think I love you.” 

A nerve made her wonderful eyes twitch involuntarily. 
“You aren’t serious?” Her eyes drifted away, settled on 
the car, the road, anything to keep from watching me. 
“What happened to the old Jerry Garrison, the sleep-with- 
them, forget-them guy? Don’t tell me you’re going soft?” 
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Twelve hours ago I had told Franklyn I was tough, a 
real hard guy. Now I was saying it all in reverse. I put 
my hand under her chin and lifted her face. “Not com¬ 
pletely soft,” I said. “Only where you arc concerned.” 

“I think you mean it” 

“Would I say it if I didn’t?” 

She shook her head. Her eyes were misty. “Dudley 
Mason thinks you’re just fine. In aU the years I’ve known 
him, he never picked a loser. If you’re good enou^ for 
him, I guess you’re good enough for me.” 

I lifted her ofi the ground and held her out in front of 
me like a tiny doll. I scowled at her. “Hell. You’d think I 
was asking him to many me.” 

“Did you say marry?” 

“Any time you’re ready.” I brought her close and she 
buried her face against mine. “Tomorrow,” I managed, 
“if that’s the way you wimt it.” 

Lips danced over my face like soft branding irons. 
“What about Harold?” 

“What about Harold?” 

“You haven’t asked about him.” 

I eased her down, still hearing the name in my ears. 
She gave me a pixie expression. I said, “I didn’t think I 
was supposed to.” 

“It’s important,” she insisted. 

“I guess it is.” 

For the first time, Harold became somebody real. Until 
then he had been fragments of a conversation, a joke, a 
detached object to be ignored. Now he was standing there 
between us and he could not be ignored. 

"Do you love him?” I asked, my heart crossed. 

“I’m fond of him. I couldn’t hurt him.” 

She had not said love, and that was important I was 
fond of sports cars, but I did not love them. “We don’t 
have to hurt him.” 

“It goes back a long way,” she said evenly. “We met 
at a coUege dance. It lingered, but all along I’ve felt it 
was an attraction, nothing more. I suppose that’s why I 
always became so riled when you mentioned him lightiy. 
It made realization more acute for me. Harold will be 
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happy if he succeeds at National. If we can give him that, 
he won’t be hurt.” Her cameo face was strained with 
solemnity. *‘I love you, Jerry. I have from the 0rst night. 
Fve been kidding myself for a long time—ever since I 
met you. I believed Harold offered security and I was 
willing to settle for that. I know different now. The hell 
with security. I want love.” 

“Maybe you’ll get both,” I said, kissing away her grave 
expression, “Come on. We’ll be late. Dace expects us.” 

“You love Dace, too.” 

“So what?” 

“Oh, I’m not jealous.” She squeezed my hand. “We’ll 
leave early.” 

“Real early,” I said. 

We walked to the compact. I twisted the key and she sat 
close to me. We rode that way almost the whole distance 
to the club, or until the tail of the car went mushy. Then I 
pulled over to the shoulder of the road and pulled on 
the brake. The mushiness came from the left rear tire, 
flat as a tenpenny nail could make it. By the time I 
changed it and drove on, the hour hand was crowding 
eleven. 

A Continental pulled into the entrance ahead of us. I 
parked beside it. Donna used a small makeup kit to re¬ 
pair the damage to her lips and I climbed out, 1 almost 
walked directly into the arms of Watkins and his wife. Be¬ 
hind them Freemont and his wife were getting out of the 
sleek car. 

“Garrison?” he inquired in surprise. “How are you?” 

“Fine,” I said, shaking his hand formally. “Just fine." 

Donna joined us and we went through a full set of in¬ 
troductions. 

“Will you join us?” Freemont asked. 

“We would love to,” I replied. “But the fellows are giv¬ 
ing a party for Dace Hawkins. Perhaps later.” 

Watkins turned to Freemont. "Dace is being appointed 
to the new position, sales coordinator.” He turned to me. 
“It isn’t official, as yet. We were saving that until the con¬ 
clusion of the sales school,” 
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In a group, we walked toward the Spanish architecture. 
That was a mistake. 

The party for Dace was supposed to be in a private room 
away from the main ballroom and cocktail loimge. For 
some reason it had wandered and as we entered the build¬ 
ing I could hear Dace’s heavy voice roaring in boisterous 
laughter. A chill ran up my spine and I turned quickly, 
almost knocking Watk^ down. 

“Did you leave your headlights on?” I asked him. 

Watkins frowned and looked at Freemont with the ques¬ 
tion in his eyes. “1 don’t know,” he said hesitantly. 

“I’ll take a look,” Freemont said easily. “We wouldn’t 
want to come out to a dead battery,” 

Watkins touched my arm. “Take the ladles on in, Jerry, 
We’U be back shortly.” 

Both men started fof the parking area. 

As soon as they were gone I began making excuses to 
the wives and Donna, and then mentioned the powder 
room with a forced laugh. Donna got the message and 
knew I bad some secret problem. With a grace wonderful 
to watch, she handled the situation to perfection by steer¬ 
ing the wmnen down the wide foyer. I made a dash to the 
lounge in the opposite direction. 

At the bar, Dace was the center of attraction. In one 
hand he had a glass and in the other a blonde. He was 
laughing and talking as only he could talk while telling 
an off-color joke. Daniels, Miller and St John were stand¬ 
ing around him, roaring with laughter. 

It took me ten seconds to reach them. I split the circle 
with my hands and grabbed Dace. 

“Watkins and Freemont are here,” I said half in anger, 
half in lugency. I swung around to Daniels. “Get Dace 
out of sight.” 

Fear made them all awkward. I gave Dace a push 
and sent him out of the crowd. St John got in the way 
before 1 could catch up with Dace as he went stumbling. 

“What in hell’s wrong? This is a party,” St. John ob¬ 
jected. 

I glared at him, “You know Dace is supposed to be on 
the wagon.” 
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‘*So what?** St. John growled. “He has the job now. He 
can do what he wants. He*s a big man with National/* 

I lost my head then. Dace was more important, but that 
chin of St* John*s was too damned inviting. I threw a 
right that stung my knuckles when it landed, and St* 
John went flying oS his heels and landed with a thud 
against the table five feet away* Both the table and St. 
John were finished for the night 
Dace was trying to put scattered ice cubes back in an 
empty glass. I straightened him and tried pushing him 
toward the rear of the lounge. 

“What are you doing?** he asked in bewilderment 
“Trying to save your job, you fathead.’* 

“I got the job.” 

“You’ve got nothing if Watkins sees you.” 

**Ha—don’t you bet on it. Fm a big man now* I can 
drink with the best of them.** 

The others snapped out of their trance* Daniels got one 
arm and Miller tried to snare the legs, “It wasn’t our 
fault,” Daniels said in alarm, “W& had one toast to suc¬ 
cess. As soon as he had the one drink, no one could 
stop him.” 

I was willing to bet a year’s salary on who had sug¬ 
gested the toast. I took Dace’s other arm and we picked 
him up. He thought it was a big, hilarious joke and dumped 
the ice on his chest. 

We were standing that way when Watkins and Freemont 
came in, searching for their wives. 

They did not say a word. Watkins let his eyes study 
Dace hanging like a hammock in our arms, St, John trying 
to climb to his feet, the broken table, the liquid spilled 
on the floor. Then he took Freemont by the elbow and 
they walked away in the direction of the ballroom. 

We lowered Dace to the floor* “GeezI** Daniels said* 

St. John was still shaking his head when I reached him. 
I took him by the front of the suit and almost tore off the 
lapels, 

“You bastard,” I hissed. “You miserable, rotten bas¬ 
tard, You had to do it. You had to get him drunk so you 
could knock him out of the race.” 
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His head managed to stop shaking seconds hcfoie I hit 
him again. , .41 ' 

1 became aware of Donna standing n^ to vf 

“Don’t hit him any more. Don’t!” tPi i • ” *' 

I stopped my fist in midair. “You're'rigjrt, I stoi,' “He 
isn’t worth it.” I lowered my arm and the 

bar and ordered a drink. It came and 1 gulped it down. I 
had another, then I turned to pour my wrath on Dace, 
but he was sitting at a table with a numbed expression on 
his face. I strode over to him. 

“You stupid, crazy fool. You had it in your pocket 
and you threw it away for a lousy drink.” 

He looked up at me. A man with a small boy’s expres* 
sion. “Sorry.” 

“Sorry? For whom? Couldn’t you keep away from it 
for a few more days?” 

He buried his head in his hands. “Alcoholic,” he almost 
cried. “Don’t blame St. John. I would have had this much 
in any case, before the night was over. I’m an alcoholic 
and it’s better this way.” He lumbered to his feet. He put a 
big hand on my shoulder. “I would have enjoyed ordering 
you around, you slob. That’s all I’ll miss about it.” 

“Maybe they won’t write you off,” I said, not believing 
it. “Maybe Watkins will forget it.” 

He grinned at me and for an instant I could have killed 
him. But the grin was a magic he owned and I knew I 
could not stay burned at him no matter how many 
stupid stunts he pulled. 

“Are you for real?” he asked with that lopsided grin 
still fixed on his face. “You know they never forget. But 
it’s over, so let me buy you a drink. Let me buy the lady a 
drink. Let me buy everybody a drink. This is Dace’s night 
and, by damn, no long faces.” 

With an unsteady gait he rolled to the bar and rested 
both elbows on the mahogany. 

“Drinks,” he said loudly and a little nervously. “Drinks 
for the house.” 

I held back, motioning for Daniels. “Watch him. Fra 
going to have a talk with Watkins.” I took Donna by the 
arm. “Come on.” 
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“What are you going to say?” Daniels asked. “How 
can you explain it?” 

“How in hell should I know?” I snapped. “Beg, plead, 
appeal. Who knows?” 

Dace had not fooled me. He wanted that position. If 
he could have a second chance, I was going to get it for 
him. As I walked toward the candle-on-the-table section 
of the ballroom, I could not help but think of Dace with 
each step. We were alike, he and I, in more ways than 
one. Maybe that was why we got along so well. Friends 
were important, real important. When you found yourself 
defending one, it made no matter if you happened to 
be doing it alone. Dace had even been willing to go a step 
further. I had not wanted to give the poker money to 
St. John. But Dace had. Dace was willing to bend over 
backward for friends—and even doubtfuls. A talk with 
Watkins was just automatic in my book. 

“Is that why you were giving me the storm warnings 
when we first came in?” Donna asked from beside me, 

I explained about the job and the proviso attached to 
it as far as Dace was concerned, “We all drink,” I said, 
“Hell, it becomes second nature in the sales end. Dace 
does it without thinking. It’s no secret, I suppose the 
proviso was to see whether he could control it, and you 
really can’t blame management. There can be a lot of 
responsibility involved once you get behind a desk. But 
this was an exception. Dace was licking it—I would have 
gambled on it. If this party had not been arranged, he 
would have made it.” 

I stopped in the doorway and searched the crowd inside. 

The place was half filled. 1 could not see Watkins or 
Freemont or their wives in any direction. 

“They’re gone,” I said stupidly. “They aren’t here.” 

“Did you expect them to be?” 

“I—I don’t know,” I said slowly, remembering Wat¬ 
kins’s expression. “I guess I didn’t.” Undoubtedly Watkins 
had been briefed on my performance on the shipping 
platform, too. 1 wondered what he would think of my 
threat to knock Ed FrankJyn’s block off. 
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“What shall we do?” Donna asked, still looking at 
the tables with the white cloths on them. 

Behind us, Dace was at the bar. The blonde was close to 
him, giving the one comfort he could appreciate. Daniels 
and Miller were there, but St. John had disappear^. 

“We go in and sit down,” I said tiredly. “It’s time we 
had a talk.” I led her across the parquet floor. 

We located a table in a corner and sat down. The 
candle was not burning so I lit it with my lighter. The 
orchestra chose that moment to begin playing. The soft 
sounds should have removed the feeling of sadness and 
anxiety that flowed through my veins, but some of it lin¬ 
gered and I could not get a conversation started. 

The waiter came and I ordered drinks, scotch for both 
of us. I nursed a cigarette silently until he returned. _ 

“You were going to talk,” Donna finally said, peering 
at me over the tiny flame between us. 

“We were, weren’t we?” I snuffed out the cigarette in 
the silver tray and moved my chair around the table so 
the flickering was not a barrier. “Suppose 1 start with 
National Plastics and Fabrics. Have you ever heard of 
company politics?” 

“Not very much,” she answered. “It doesn’t exist in 
Oklahoma.” 

I ignored that bit of ingenuousness, and brought her up 
to date on Franklyn and St. John and all the rest of what 
was going on within National. Talking was a relief to 
me. And as I talked, I became acutely aware of the in¬ 
trospection of one Jerry Garrison. I was bitter and fed up. 
I wanted out, as fast as I could get it. 

“What about Mason?” I asked, keenly conscious of 
Donna’s presence. “Would I fit in with his operation? Do 
you think that’s for me?” 

“He wants you,” she said. “For some time I’ve had the 
feeling he expects you to end up working for him. I’ve 
never understood how, since National is so large and Mr. 
Mason is just beginning to make a name for his company.” 

“He owns a crystal ball,” I said sourly. 

I lit another cigarette and studied the red tip.'^Mason 
interested me, but I was having second thoughts. Maybe 
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working for him would be kidding myself. A big part 
of my life had gone into National. Now, with Dace out of 
the way, St. John was going to step in. If 1 walked out, 
Franklyn was going to sit smugly on bis butt and run 
things with longer strings. St. John might outrank him, 
but Franklyn would be there behind the scenes. He could 
handle St. John. I just could not walk away and hand it 
all to Franklyn on a platter. It was foolish, but I had to 
admit that I wanted to stay, if only to be a thorn in his side. 

“I’ll talk with Mason," I said not too heartily. “Maybe 
we can work something out for the future.” 

Donna’s face took on that solemn look. “You were 
right. This is an arena, and as cruel as the Roman ones. I 
had to see it to believe it.” 

“Could you stay here with me until I make up mv 
mind?” 

Her slender hand moved and came to rest on miTiw 
“Some of Dudley Mason has rubbed off on me. It takes 
a gladiator to survive in an arena. If anyone can do it, 
you can. Anyway, you know I’d stay with you—here 
or anywhere.” 

The music was beginning to have its effect I pushed 
back the chair and helped Donna from hers. We invaded 
the dance floor and I put my arm around her. Her per¬ 
fume wafted around me. 

“I love you,” she whispered. “I love you very much.” 

We danced, and we dined a little. When I looked at 
my watch again, the time was creeping close to two o’clock 
in the morning. The continous touching of our bodies had 
been charging me with electricity. When the music stopped 
between numbers 1 said, “We were going home early, 
remember?" 

“I was ready an hour ago," she said. 

I gave her one more squeeze. “We’ll go out through the 
bar. I want to speak to Dace. It will only take a minute." 

Hand in hand, we walked to the lounge. 

The blonde was there. Dace was not. 

“He left half an hour ago,” she said. “What a load 
he was carrying! We were counting drinks. I gave up at 
eleven. ’ He was still going. He has a storage tank in his 
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belly. She gave me a pair of incredulous eyes. “Not once 
to the men’s room, will you believe that—not once! 

The phone behind the bar rang and the barterider 
frowned because he had to lose some of our conversation. 
“Where are the others?” I asked the blonde. 

“What others?” She tried to remember. “Weren’t we 

alone?” 

The state troopers came in then, two giants in gray um- 
forms and broad-brimmed hats. 

“How long have you been here?” the nearest one 

asked me. 

He was a big man with a stone face the color of his uni¬ 
form, Before I could answer, the blonde said, “I’ve been 
here all night. What do you want, oEBcer?” 

“Checking,” he said with a heavy voice. His attention 
drifted to the bartender who had put down the phone 
and he continued, “A car wrapped itself around a tree a 
mile down the road. A tall guy named Dace Hawkins. 
Did you serve him?” 

I reached out and touched the trooper. “Dace?” 

“How many drinks did he have?” 

The bartender said, “Half my stock.” I looked at Ae 
other trooper standing there. “How bad?” I asked, fi n di n g 
it hard to get the words out. 

“You a friend of his?” 

“The best,” I said. 

He studied me, wondering how many drinks I had had. 
“He went through the windshield,” he said. “He was 
dead when we got there.” 



Donna gasped. I stood there, numbed, while the officer 
questioned the bartender. I listened and yet I did not hear. 
I kept of the d amn fool grin and what it would 
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be like after a few pounds of glass mndshield got through 
with it. I thought of that one toast, and of what it had 
led to. 

“Should we go to the hospital?” Donna asked in a 
small voice. 

I shook my head. Why go there? There was nothing 
anyone could do for him now. And suddenly it came to 
me that I really had not known Dace. He had once been 
married and was a great guy. What else? He had worked 
for National and had been one of the best. He had drunk, 
raised hell, slept with anything that wore skirts, bailed St. 
John out of a few scrapes and had been headed for bet¬ 
ter things six hours ago—but what else? Family? Debts 
to be settled? Children? 

I made an ugly sound in my throat. Watkins would not 
be able to tell Dace he was not the man now, would he? 
And Franklyn—would he go to the funeral? 

“Damn,” I said to myself. “Damn it to hell.” 

The officers were still talking to the bartender when 
Donna and I wa^ed outside and sat in the compact. I 
got a cigarette going and backed the compact away from 
the concrete curbing, I turned on to the road Dace would 
have had to take to reach our motel. 

There was no mistaking the spot. A wrecker with a 
spotlight was hitched to the rear of the wreck, pulling 
and straining to remove the metal horseshoe from the 
tree. 

I drove by slowly, not stopping. I could smell raw 
gasoline where it had spilled on the weeds. I drew in 
heavily on the cigarette and looked away. 

“YouTl want to go back to the motel,” Donna said. 
“You probably have things to do now.” 

“Yeah,” I said. “ Thing s to do.” 

Sunday was a long day. 

Miller, Darnels and I packed Dace’s things and stacked 
th^ by the door to be picked up. St. John was con¬ 
spicuous by his absence. We found a brand-new bottle of 
whiskey in a dresser drawer and Mark Daniels broke it 
in the bathroom sink and left the mess there. I found a 
picture of Dace’s wife stashed away in a small leather 
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case—a dark-haired woman with a plain face and tired 
eyes. She had married again, we were told, but she would 
accept his belongings because there was no immediate 
family. When we finished, I carried my own stuff out 
and threw it into the trunk of the compact. Then the three 
of us drove to the plant where Freemont and Watkins 
were waiting. 

I went into Franklyn’s office, but it was Watkins at the 
desk. Freemont was standing by the window staring at 
nothing m particular, 

“HeUo, Jerry,” Watkins said. “Come and sit down.” 

“I’d rather stand,” I said. 1 felt restless. 

Freemont turned and gave me a friendly hello. Throu^ 
it all, he had been fine. He had been in the oflace in the 
morning, when all the details had had to be handled. 
Small in stature, he was a big man. I had come to know 
him well in the past few hours although we had not spoken 
a dozen words to each other. He, it seemed, had been the 
one who had soft-gloved Franklyn into giving Dace the 
shot at the position. He had liked Dace, too. 

“Franklyn is through,” Watkins said in a matter-of- 
fact voice. “He was relieved this morning. We didn’t realiK 
how inefScient he was. The training program will be dis¬ 
continued and a reorganization put under way. 

I stood without speaking. 

“That Mason order episode was unfortunate. It made 
me wonder. After you called, I began going over records. 
He gave Freemont an apologetic look. “It was something 
I should have done sooner. Records weren’t quite accu¬ 
rate. Credits shifted. I went over your personal records 
and they were a paradox. Checking further, with some 
of your sales customers, I found your rating high, very 
high. They value your honesty, your attenipts to solve 
problems as rapidly as possible.” 

I thanked him. I wondered if Ethel had enough stock 
to buy Franklyn another position, 

“You don’t care much for rules, do you, Jerry?” 

“Rules are necessary,” I said. “They should be flex¬ 
ible.” 

“But you agree there must be rules?” 
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“Never said there shouldn’t be.” 

His eyes took on a shine and he could not resist glancing 
at Freemont. “Would you care to take over?” he asked, 
as if a point had been made. Freemont shook his head. 
“You’re doing fine," he said. 

Watkins came around the comer of the desk. I could 
feel the room closing in on me. He was setting me up, 
preparing a duck-shoot. 

“Sometimes we have to give and take orders that run 
against die grain,” he said, “Life is like that. The armed 
forces think a man who can’t take orders isn’t qualified 
to give them. Would you agree?” 

That depends,” I said. “I wouldn’t take orders from 
a man in a strait-jacket.” 

His face paled. I wanted him to get it over. I wanted 
him to stop making a long story of it and get down to 
St. John. It was so obvious, the gende reminder that a bit 
in my mouth would only irritate me. Somehow he had 
found out about my feelings ctmeeming St. John and was 
greasing the kni fe so lihts pain would not be so sharp 
when he shoved it in. iSJ 

St. John had nothing *0 ido, -«(ifh Dace’s death. It was 
Dace’s lack of will power raid the love for any thin g that 
came in a taxed bottle. But in my heart I could never 
forgive St. John. The man had known what he was doing 
when he had proposed a one-drink toast for Dace, It could 
never be proved, but I felt St. John had known Watkins 
and Freemont would be at the club. Dropping so low as 
to mine the competition left a sick knot in my stomach, 
but there it was—with Dace discredited, St. John was 
in. And now Watkins was trying to condition me into 
accepting St. John. 

Or was he? He cleared his throat. 

“You showed initiative the other morning, Jerry, You 
made a decision and stood by it. We don’t condone that 
method all the time, but it was done and it worked. Per- 
hapis that is what we need, more initiative and 
different approaches. We’ve decided not to wait in an¬ 
nouncing our decision. We want you to step in as sales 
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coordinator and give your theories a try. We would like to 
have you start in the morning.” 

“What!” I fought for self-control. “But how about St. 

John?" , , . j 

Watkins shoved his hand at me. As I took it and 
pumped, he said, “St. John needs more time on the road. 
In a few years he will be ready for better things. You 
can watch him, keep us informed on his progress. 

Suddenly it was all there, thrust into iny pocket with 
no warning. A handshake had made it mine. A rancher 
with a swimming pool and a putting green. Five hundred 
feet of white fence in the country and a mahogany desk 
to rest my feet on when I was required to be in the office. 

I could sign papers and give orders and the salary would 
be fatter than Franklyn’s stomach. 

Then I thought of June. 1 would have to face her oc¬ 
casionally. I would have to deal with Dave and he had 
sent her to me to be laid so he could keep his job. I 
had strings going before I opened the desk drawer. 
Ethel Franklyn still held stock in the company, regardless 
of where her husband would hang his hat. She had 
slept with the elite at one time or another. If she wanted 
to sleep with me again, she carried a velvet whip to make 
her desire come true. Donna had called me a gladiator 
and that had not been too difficult to accept, but going into 
the arena with a hand tied behind my back would be 
ridiculous. 

Watkins was relaxed, pleased with the good news he 
had been allowed to carry. Freemont had remained by 
the window, confident be had accomplished a major move 
forward for National. _ 

I could still smell Franklyn in the room. This would not 
be my office, mine would be something larger, more ap¬ 
propriate, something nearer the street where I could look 
out at the cars going by or smell the fresh air and get 
the bug for a game of golf. But I had the feeling I 
would smell Franklyn there, too. 

“It’s a fine offer,” I said. “I can’t tell you how flat¬ 
tered I am.” ... 1 . 1 . 

Watkins began to smile. I could ima^e the speech he 
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had been preparing in his mind—the benefits at National, 
the challenge. He started to rejrfy, but I cut him off. 

“I’m afraid I can’t take it,” I said. “National has been 
good to me, Tve enjoyed selling its products. But I have 
to turn it down, I’ve been offered another position and 
I’m accepting h.” 

A stunned silence prevailed in the room. 

“With whom?” Watkins asked then, looking at Free- 
mont for help. 

“A customer—Mason and Company. They aren’t large, 
but they’re gro\™g, I think I’d like to grow with them.” 

For die first time Freemont became active in the con¬ 
versation. Until then he had managed to stand in the 
shadows with a quiet reserve while a new pattern for 
National was being activated. He had been watching 
with keen interest the play he had called. There had been 
a mixup, however, and he did not care for it. 

His near-white hair glistened as the sun reached it 
toough the window. “Do you realize what you are say¬ 
ing? This is an executive position. It would take years to 
work up to the equivalent if you go with Mason. I know 
^at company. The salary won’t be there. This is a once- 
in-a-lifetime offer—I hope you realize that!” 

“I realize it," I said. “But you don’t need me, not really. 
In a company the size of National, no man is indispen¬ 
sable. You have Miller. He could step in and do a wonder¬ 
ful job if you give him a chance. And Daniels is good. If I 
could have my choice. I’d take him. He’s steady and has 
comnioii sense/* 

“You be serious,” Watkins managed to say. 
Freemont waved him quiet. “He is serious. Look at 

the man’s face. Can’t you tell when a man is serious?” 
He came over and stood in front of me and I recog¬ 
nized what he was—a million dollars’ worth of executive 
with an old but stubborn chin. 

“Do you own stock in Mason?” 

“No,” I said. 

“Buy some, buy all you can get. I have a hunch it will 
go up." He thrust out a hand which was firm and con¬ 
fident “I’ll probably buy some myself, if it’s for sale." 
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He released my hand. “We hate to lose you. Gar¬ 
rison. I thinlf you and your ideas would be good for us. 
But as you say, no man is indispensable. Not even me. 
Good luck. When our salesman comes calling, treat him 
gently. Buy a milli on yards and we’ll all be happy.” 

I matched his smile. “Th^ have to be good yards.” 

“I’U tell our salesman. I’ll tell all our salesmen/’ 

After I left them, I went into the vacant conference 
room and placed a long-distance call to Dudley Mason’s 
home phone. 

“This is Garrison. I’ll be down your way in a few 
days and I’m bringing Donna with me.” 

“Are you bringing any material with you?” 

‘Tm bringing a new employee. 1 want him to be 
welcomed with open arms.” 

“Who’s that?” 

“Me,” I said. 

He grunted at the phone. “You’re working for me?” 

“Isn’t that what you wanted?” I bad a quick, bewil¬ 
dered feeling in my chest. 

“If you’re working for me, get moving. We don’t have 
rimp. to spend gabbing on the phone. I’ve got a chance to 
buy a new warehouse in St. Louis. Amarada Press has 
their eye on it, too. Tve got a feeler from a cookery 
concern in Canada. They want a six-volume set for gour¬ 
mets put up in heavy-duty gold leaf—” 

“Wait a miniute,” I said. “I’m taking a few days off for 
a honeymoon. I’m getting married.” 

“You don’t have time for a honeymoon, boy. This is 
business!” 

“A honeymoon is business,” I reminded him, “I’m go¬ 
ing to be working hard at it. Til give you a call before 
I arrive. In the meantime, why don’t you run over to St. 
Louis. You aren’t doing a thing now, and you know 
it” 

“Fve been up since six.” 

“Then what in the hell are you waiting for? You could 
have been halfway to St. Louis by now,” I clamped die 
phone down, but not before a chuckle escaped the receiver. 
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After that I drove around trying to locate a store that 
stayed open on Sunday and carried the items I wanted. 

After a call to a number pasted on the front door of 
a store on Golden Street, I made a connection. An old man 
in a blue suit came around the corner of the building 
and fumbled the key into the lock. We stepped into the 
store and I hunted around until I found what I was after. 
When I paid the man, he was all smiles because of a few 
extra bucks thrown in to cover any inconvenience to him. 

I placed the stuff in the trunk of the compact and drove 
to the Rainbow Motel 1 did not knock. I opened the 
door of Number Fifteen and walked in as though I be¬ 
longed there, which I did. 

Donna was coming out of the bathroom. A yellow towel 
was slung over her shoulder and she was not wearing a 
stitch of clothing. The water had firmed her lovely breasts 
until they threatened to burst out beyond the tiny red 
tips on the end, 1 sucked in the beauty of her lithe body, 

“Don’t move,” I said. “Stay exactly as you are,” 

“Can’t I dress?” 

“Why put on what you’ll have to take off?” 

I hated to lose sight of those exciting curves for one 
minute, but I turned and hurried out to the car. When I 
returned, 1 placed the stuff by the dresser and closed the 
door. And twisted the key. 

She was standing exactly the way I had left her, except 
for the towel. It was resting on the tile floor behind her, 
damp and out of the way. 

Her eyes twinkled. “Why did you buy that?” 

^ “A test,” I said, leaning over and tearing off the wrap¬ 
pings, “I want to prove something to myself.” 

I lifted the lid and plugged the cord into the wall 
socket. The turntable began to spin and I peeled the 
cellophane from the new album, I placed the record on 
the turntable and stood up without facing her. 

The music began slowly, off in the distance. I began to 
feel it in the pit of my stomach. The drums vibrating that 
old black magic. It was all around me. I could see her 
without looking at her, 

I turned. 
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“You didn’t have to buy a new one.” She walked to a 
corner of the bed and pointed down. “I bought a new 
record player last week.” 

“Mason said be heard music. I thought be might have 
been imagiiung things. I didn’t want to take a chance.” 

She put her hands on her nude hips. She spread her 
legs wide and stood there with a typical doubting woman’s 
pose. “What on earth will we do with two?” 

I leered at her, reaching for my tie. “One for every 
room,” I said. “Before I’m finished we might own half 
a dozen.” 

Her moist lips parted. I let my eyes travel up and 
down her body as I pulled off my shirt. Dammit, with 
each meeting she seemed to become more beautiful. 

I walked over and picked her up in my arms. Her 
hair was damp and there was a coolness to her flesh that 
needed warming. I kissed the fine line of her throat. 

“How are thing s at National?” she asked, not really 
caring. 

"I’m on Mason’s payroll,” I said, savoring the wei^t of 
her bare thighs in my band. 

“You are?” 

“As of today. We take a honeymoon on the way down. 
Any place you want to go.” 

She sat up in my arms, a feather-weight doll. “You’re 
leaving National, going back to Oklahoma with me?” 

“I’ve already left and I’m on my way.” 

Her hand ran up my neck and tousled the hair. A chiH 
ran through me. “Will you be happ3^” she asked. 

“Completely,” I said, carrying her to the bed. I placed 
her down carefully and sat beside her. “What about 
you?” 

“Completely,” she answered, her arms raised toward 
me. 

I lowered myself beside her. The music filled the room. 
I brought her face around and held it inches from mine. 

“Why so serious?” 

She grinned—a loveable, cute, teasing grin. It poured 
sunshine all over me. “Just thinking,” she whispered. 



156 THE DEAL MAKERS 

“Most couples start out with furniture. All we have are 
records, an entire shelf of records.” 

“You saved them aU?” 

“Gleason, Brubeck, Kenton, Every last one.” 

I found myself wondering about the number of needles 
you could wear out playing that many records. 
“Something wrong, Jerry?” 

“Nothing," I said, bringing her to me. “Nothing I can’t 
handle." 

We began making wonderful music. 
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SHE WAS A 
PASSIONATE 
PARTNER 
IN LUST... 

For Strictly 

Business Reasons! 
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DONNA REDDEN was a beauti¬ 
ful - and clever - confidential 
secretary... 

JERRY GARRISON was a charm¬ 
ing — and clever executive ... 
She used him to further her am¬ 
bitions ... 

He used her to gratify his 
lusts... 

They both fought for room at 
the top of the business ladder... 
while in the Executive Suite, 
seething passions and indecent 
intrigue engulfed: 

FRANKLYN, company big-wheel, 
too involved in office politics to 
notice how his wife spent her 
spare time-or with whom ... 
DACE, hard-drinking, hard-loving 
sales dynamo-ana a threat to 
Jerry’s chances ... 

JUNE WEBBER, company law¬ 
yer’s wife—determined to push 
ner husband to the top post- 
and using her body as sex-bait 
to gain it. . . 

ST. JOHN, “organization man,” 
with a wanton weakness for 
women... 

And, always behind the scenes, 
DONNA, offering her delicate¬ 
boned, kitten-warm body as a 
prize to the highest bidder, in 
return for the wealth she craved! 
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THE AMOROUS 
ARRANOEMENTS 
MAOE 
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EXECUTIVE 
DOORS! 
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The Deal Makers She was prepared to do anything— 
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She learned how to succeed in the BOARD ROOM 








































